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announc~ng

·THE HELENE WURLITZER FOUNDATION
SHORT STORY AWARD

The Helene Wurlitzer Foundation of New Mexico announces an
annual award of fifty dollars to the author of the best short story
chosen by a panel of judges from prose published in New Mexico
Quarterly.
1.

2.

3.

4.

I

5.
)

6.

The announcement of the Short Story Award shall be made in
the Winter issue of New Mexico Quarterly of each year. Short
stories eligible for the award shall have been published in the
Spring, Summer, Autumn, or Winter issues of tlJat year.
The winner of the Short Story Award and the names of the
judges will be announced in the Spring issue of the Quarterly
following the announcement in the Winter issue. Prior notice
of the award, will be given to the public press.
The panel of judges for the award shall be chosen annually
by the staH of New Mexico Quarterly, and shall consist of
three: ·the Editor of New Mexico Quarterly, a member of the
teaching staff of the English Department of the University
of New Mexico, and a qualified person not currently employed by the Uni~ersity of New Mexico. The decision of the
judges shall he final.
Short stories written by current members of the panel of
judges, or of the stafi of New Mexico Quarterly or the Univesrity of New Mexico Press, are not eligible for the award.
Translations of short ·stories are not eligible.
The winner of the award shall be paid the sum of fifty dollars
by check when the final decision of the judges has been confirmed.
New Mexico Quarterly reserves the right to reprint in whole
or in part, if it so desires, any short story selected for the
award, such reprint to appear only in New Mexico Quarterly
or under its imprint.
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Luis Harss
JUAN RULFO
CONTEMPORARY MEXICAN NOVELIST
THE CURRENT OF REGIONALISM, once a tidal flow, though somewhat diminished lately, continues to run 'strong in our literature. A lot of what"
it hauls along is old-fashioned stuff of little more than pictoric interest.
The old regionalists who started producing the bulk of our literature
toward the end of the nine~eenth century were mediators between man
and nature. Their function was less literary than agricultunil. Their
eye was innocent: it alighted only on surfaces. There was a wilderness
to be tamed, an unmarked land to be given man's image and imprint.
There were remnants of tribal cultures to be explored, catastrophes to
be recorded. Literature was part of a collective effort.
Social conflicts-in feudal fiefs, mines, tropical plantations-gave
this literature urgency and momentum. A branch of it, perhaps the
sturdiest, taking its cue from ~he venerable Alcides Arguedas, who denounced the exploitation of the Indian in the Bolivian highlands in
his epochal Raza de Brance (Race of Bronze, 1919), found its cause in
protest. Another, eminently represented today in' the work of Peru's'(
Jose Maria Arguedas, a fine sociologist, subordinated the epic to the
interpretive. A third, the least fruitful-one thinks of EI Salvado~'s
juicy humorist, Salarrue-petered out into folklore. But whatever the
emphasis, the basic characteristics of this literature were always the
same. It gave a picture, not a portrait. Its lines were general and usually
. at once roughly drawn and overly stylized. It had poetic moments in
Peru's Ciro Alegria, a pleasant truculence in Salarrue, a militant force
in Ecuador's Jorge Icaza. It became experimental with Mexico's Agustin
Yafiez, highly expressive with. Jose Ma.na Arguedas, and even rose to ,.
mythological altitudes with Guatemala's l\1iguel Angel Asturias, who
eclipsed all his contemporaries in the genre. Recently it has had new
life breathed into it by a talented Paraguayan storyteller, Augusto Roa
Bastos, an excellent stylist who has known how to make regional lit~

Copyright © 1966 by Luis Harss.
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erature carry the cross of human suffering with grace and dignity.
On the whole1regionalists today are literate writers. Their work has
reached an acceptable level of achievement. But, in spite of subtle refinements in methods and techniques-which never' transcend basic
limitations-they are essentially in the old pamphleteering tradition.
They still tend toward either the tract or the travelogue. They work
from set situations which, needless to say, are often as real today as
they were fifty years ago, but from a literary point of view have lon~
been exhausted. Their faceless characters1 sometimes colorful enough,
but rarely more than.silhouettes with a few generic traits, are soon forgotten. The-stress they put on local dialect helps their work date fast.
There are few exceptions. Perhaps the only one is Mexic01s Juan Rulfo.
RULF01 a thin man with a lean look, -was born on May 16, 1918, in a
rocky land: the state of Jalisco, some three hundred miles, as the wind
blows, northwest of Mexico City. The northern part of the state, where
mountain goats cling to high ledges, is densely populated, but his area,
extending south of the capital, Guadalajara, is dry, hot and desolate.
Life in the lowlands has always been austere. It is a depressed area long
gutted by droughts likl wildfires. Revolutions, crop failures, soil erosion
have gradually displaced the population. Much of it has moved to
Tijuana in hopes of finding migrant work across the border. It is a
population largely made up of hardy Creoles-the Ind'ians who occupied the region before the Conquest were soon exterminated-who
trace their anc~stry back to Castille and Extremadura, the more arid
parts of Spain, and are therefore1 as Rulfo says1 "accustomed to work
ten times harder than the farmer of central Mexico to produce the
same." They are a dour people reduced to a bare subsis~ence1 who have
nevertheless given the country a high percentage of its painters and
composers, not to mention its popular music. Jalisco is the cradle of the
ranchera and the mariachi.
)
Says Rulfo in his sorrowful voice: "It's a very poor state: But the
people work a lot. They produce a lot. I don't know howthey manage
to produce so much. They produce too much. Jalisco is the state that
produces the most corn in the whole country. Ifs not a very large state.
I think ifs the eighth state in size in the country. But it produces
enough com to feed the whole of Mexico. It has more cattle than any
other state. But as soon as you leave the capital, there's a lot of misery.
Corn is a great destroyer of the soil. So there's no good soil left. In some
areas ifs completely worn out."
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He sits hunched in his chair in our hotel room, off tHe chittering
Paseo de la Reforma. The lines of his, gaunt face are drawn tight, his
long hands with big veins like raw nerves awkwardly folded on his
lap. He talks quickly, in nervous haste, frowning painfully. He is what
is known in his land as a llslow starter," he says, like one of those rifles
with delayed action that often backfire. He is like his land: prematurely
aged, deeply furrowed, careworn. There are blanks in his past. Rugged
terrain fades into a hazy background.
ttl was born in what is now a small village, an agglomeration that be':
longs to the district of Sayula. Sayula was an important commercial
center som~ years ago, before and even after the Revolution. But I
never lived in Sayula. I don't know Sayula. I couldn't say what it's like.
. . . My parents registered me there. Because I was born at the time of
the Revolution, or rather, of the revolutions, because there were a series
of them. . . . I lived in a village called San Gabriel. I really consider
myself to be from there. That's where I was brought up. San Gabriel
was also a commercial center. In the old days, San Gabriel was a prosperous town; the royal road to Colima passed through there." San4
Gabriel was on the highway that led inland from Manzanillo, the p~
of entry used in Colonial times for imports from the Orient; in its hey~ >
day, there was such wealth that the stores were measured by the number of doors they had. llSan Gabriel and Zapotitlan were the most important towns of the region from the seventeenth century down to the
Revolution." They were first settled under the Hencomenderos": usually soldiers who were granted lands by the Crown in reward for their
services, with the local population thrown 'into the bargain. These Hen_
comenderos" concentrated the population into a few main urban
centers' that were relatively easy to administer. That was how San
Gabriel and Zapotitlan were formed, also-Toliman, Tonaya, ChachahuatIan, San Pedro, etc. But that was long ago. Since the Revolution,
there have been years of sunstroke. Nowadays, Hin that zone, there are
five or six villages left. They are hot lands, between2,50o and 3,OC:>o feet
high." Changing trade routes, desert winds, have swept them into
decay. There is little hope of improvement. The process is irreversible.
Some villages still seem alive; but on closer inspection, nothing is going
on there any more. The few superannuated inhabitants are stolid and
tightlipped. HThey are a hermetic people. Pe!haps out of distrust-not
only toward strangers, but also among themselves. They don't want to
talk about their things. Nobody knows what they do, how they make a
living. There are villages devoted exclusively to graft. The peopfe there
-
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don't like to be. asked any questions. They settle their affairs in their
own privateand personal way, almost secretly... .'~ The landscape
itself-forty-five per cent of Mexico is sheer desert-is decrepit. The
living are surrounded by the dead.
The dead haunt Rulfo. Perhaps because like so many people of his
antediluvian region he has been uprooted and has lost his tracks in the
sand. He remembers how his childhood village was gradually depopulated. "There was a river. We used to go bathe there in the hot season.
Now the river lias run dry. . . ." One of the reasons why the water no
longer £lows is that the woods in the surrounding mountains-which
enclose the area-in a monolithic horseshoe-have been cut down. Most
people have migrated. Those who have stayed behind are there to keep
the dead company. "Their ancestors tie them to the place. They don't
want to leave their dead." Sometimes when they move they actually
dig up their graves. '''They carry their dead on their shoulders." Even
when they leave them behind, they continue to bear their weight.
So with Rulfo, whose ancestry seems remote, therefore perhaps
doubly cumbersOIpe. He has also dug up old family graves in search of
his lost origins. "My,first ancestor came to Mexico around 1790, I think,
from the north of Spain." "Historical curiosity" has sent him browsing,
usually in vain, through libraries, bank vaults and civil registries. Mexico
is a country of missing files and misplaced documents. Particularly his
area, which is buried in administrative confusion. "It was an area that
didn't pelong to Jalisco originally. Jalisco was called Nueva Galicia. It
was 'conquered by Nunez de Guzman in 1530. But my area was called
tpe province of Avalos. Because it was conquered by Alonso de Avalos,
the man who pacified Colima and the southern part of Jalisco. The
~rovince of Avalos was part of Nueva Espana, in other words, of Mexico
City, the capital of the vice-royalty. Though it was near Guadalajara,
the capital of Nueva Galicia, it h~d no political or religious connections
with Guadalajara. For many years the documentation of the province
of Avalos was lost, because most of those villages were decimated by
plagues and fevers, sometimes by the Conquerors themselves. One of
my ancestors on my mother's side was called Arias. . . . There's a
curious fact here. Most of the Spanish co~querors were adventurers,
jailbirds: monks who weren't monks, priests who weren't priests, people with criminal'records. They gave themselves names that don't exist.
For example: Vizcaino. I'm called Vizcaino on my mother's side. But
Vizcaino is a name that doesn't exist in Spain. There's the province of
Vizcaya. Here the name of the province was used to coin a surname. In
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other words, all the Vizcainos were outlaws., It was very common
among those gentlemen to change their' najne. They droP~d
their
patronymic and named themselves after. their province instead.
".t's
where genealogy breaks down." The diagnosis holds good for mos families of "high birth" in Mexico today, he says. If you trace them back
far enough, 'you invariably end up with either a priest or a criminal.
"That's why 'highborn' dynasties are false, formed entirely on the basis
of wealth. It's hard to draw the lines here. In'Avalos it's impossible.
There the villages were razed by the Revolution; the archives were
burned. The only documents available were copies on file in Mexico,
City. So it was difficultto get do~ to the bottom of things. Now, many
facts can be found in banks in the U.S. Because th~ expeditionary
forces that occupied California set out from Avalos. Soithe banks there
have collected the documents of the period for their oim information.
They have the best files. Be~ause it was a chapter in the history of
California, T,exas, New Mexico and Arizona." Rulfo has carried his
search to all those places.
What he knows about his family is that his paternal grandfather was
a lawyer, his maternal grandfather a landowner. His parents were from
the more densely populated northern part of the state, known as Los
Altos (The Heights). "It's an overpopulated, very eroded zone inhabited by people who started moving sou&around the tum of the
~entury. How my parents reached the south, 1 don't know. The highlander, besides being from the highlands, is tall. 'Longback,' people call
him, because of his long waist." Rulfo inherited this trait. He wears his
trousers low on slim hips. He also has light eyes. They are common in
his region, where the countrygirls are often blonde and blue-eyed. They
are also poor. They go barefoot. ','There were never any big landholdings in that area. TQ.ere were always small properties. The countrypeopIe have always been very poor. The only time they put on their shoes
is when they go into town. . . . The habits in thosC[ villages are still
matriarchal. There woman commands. As a matter of fact, the power of
the matriarchy made itself felt during the revolt of the \cristeros. It was
the women who led the revolt."
The hardships of the time-starting around 1926, under President
Calles, a centralizer who tried to impose constitutional uniformity on
the country-are one of Rulfo's childhood memories.
"The revolt of the Cristeros was an internal war that broke out in the
states of Colima, Jalisco, Michoacan, Magarit, Zacatecas and Guana-juato, against the federal govern~ent. Ther~ was a decree that enforced
-

.
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an article of the Revolution, according to which priests were forbidden
to mix in polifics and the churches became the property of the state, as
they are today. A set number of priests was assigned to each village, in
accordance with its population. Of course, people protested. Those are
very reactionary, very conservative villages-fanatics. There was a lot of
conflict and agitation. The war, which was born in the highlands, in the
state of Guanajuato, lasted threb years, until 1928." By then it had extended to Rulfo's area.'In the very first days of the war, he lost his father.
Six years later, he los't his mother. He had been sent to Guadalajara to
study at the age of eight, and when she died he was taken in by French
Josephine nuns, who ran schools in almost all the important towns of
Jalisco. He had relfltives in Guadalajara: "the Rulfos, a very prolific
family, especially on the female side:" But somehow no one seems to
have claimed him. His grandparents were all dead, except for a maternal
grandmother-an old lady descended from "an Arias family that had
come to settle in the area in the sixteenth century, probably from
Andaluda"-who was illiterate.
'
Rulfo remembers the orphanage as a sort of reform school. He
boarded there for several years. He says softly, lowering his eyes: "That's
very common in Mexico. Still today many people in remote villages who
want to educate their children and have no one to entrust them to, send
them to boarding schools."
Perhaps closer to his true feelings is that line in one of his stories
where he might well be evoking the loneliness of the orphanage when
he says, with typical understatement: "It's difficult to grow up trying
to cling to something which is dead at the root."
I t was a hard struggle 'for the melancholy country boy transplanted
among the relative splendors of a pseudometropolitan Guadalajara, a
stiff-necked town wilh aristocratic pretensions which was actually, as
he says, little more than an outpost of p~ovincial snobbery living off the'
frayed remnants of its colonial pride. After grade school, hoping to become self-supporting, Rulfo went into accountancy. Accountants always managed to make a living, even in the most run-down times. But
soon he had to cut c;()rners. "With a cousin of mine, one of the Vizcainos, 1'd just gotten Into high school when a general strike was declared.
The university closed down for about three years." To continue his
interrupted studies, Rulfo moved to Mexico City. That was in 1933,
when he was fifteen years old.
What the first months or years must have been like in the bustling
capital for an impoverished youngster without friends or connections, is
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something Rulfo does not talk about. But they left their mark on him.
It was an itinerant life of .odd jobs, alw~,,aannd to mouth. Besides aCcountancy, Rulfo studied some law-"veryJrtegularly." In his free time,
he attended literature courses at the university. In 1935 he landed a job
with the Immigration Department-an obscure, but therefore, presumably, more or less safe, bureaucratic post that he occupied for tenoyears.
It was no sinecure. When the Second World War broke out,
with
.
. Mexico keeping to the sidelines, but nevertheless sympathizing with the
Allied cause, he helped process the crews of impounded refugee boats-'
mostly tankers-of Nazi Germany. The boats were docked in Tampico
and Veracruz, and the crews, which were treated more or less as war
prisoners, were interned in military camps in th~ -interior, often near
", .
Guadalajara, which became a great center of foreigners. It was unpleasant work, and in 1947, glad to be done with it, he twitched to publicity-..
work with Goodrich. He was in the sales department there until 1954.
In 1955 he was with the Papaloapan Commission, formed to implement an irrigation program near Veracruz. It was a pet project of President Miguel Aleman, who aspired to create a sort of Mexican TVA in
the region. On a river with a seasonal overflow that swept ~way local
villages, the Commission built a power center. It plotted highways. But,
because of mismamigement and lack of funds,the ambitious project
failed. Back in Mexico City in 1956, Rulfohelpe-d himself along doing
scripts and adaptations for commercial movies. He had hopes that
something of value could be done in the medium. But that was another
chimera. "The result was not too positive," he says, shrugging. In 1959
another change occurred. He worked in TV in Guadalajara. With the
backing of the new Televicentro, which subsidized his effort, he began
compiling yearbooks of historic;al illustrations that were another attempt to piece together the missing evidence of the past. "The thing
is, in Guadalajara the only cultural activity is.,g' bank, the Industrial
Bank of Jalisco, which publishes' a history b.p~:&~ery year as a gift to
its clients. So'i"'had an idea: to tty to incorporate the whole history of
Jalisco from the days of the early chronicles, and bring it out regularly,
once a year, as before, in book fonTI. To make up for the poison people
w~bejng fed ontelevision, they'd be giverra book." It was worth a try.
1'Jowadays-on a job he has held since 196z-Rulfo works at the In~
stituto) Indigenista (Indian Institute), an organization devoted to the
task of protecting and integrating primitive Indian communities bypassed by progress, which has pushed them to the fringes of Mexican
life, where they become fodder for political agitators. It is tiring and
\
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depressing work that keeps him constantly on the move. He disappears
for days at a time on some lonely mission into the misty backlands~ and
returns looking haggard, as if back from a lost weekend. Every trip is an
added blow to him. On off-days, he sits humped over his desk in his
antiseptic office on an upper floor of the Institute, starting every time
the phone rings anywhere in the building and reaching for the receiver
next to him as if the call were always for him. He is forever under the
" pressures of waiting. At any moment he might jump up and vanish.
Around him are glass walls that shake and clatter as workers bang away,
in the hall. When no one is leaking, he slips out of the office like a
shadow, rides the elevator down in silent concentration, and ducks
. around a street corner. Visitors who catch him on the way out, suddenly
unavoidable, become honored guests. He makes an endless bustle,
opening doors and pulling out chairs for them. He is excruciatingly
shy, gazing out of frightened eyes at his guests. Installed at his desk in
his dark suit, kneading his nervous hands, looking perpetually worried
.and disoriented, he is like a harried village priest at the end of a long
day, sighing in the solitude of his confessional. On those rare evenings
when he has time to devote to his writing, he floats out into the thin
mountain air, full of whispers that drive him to the penitence of nightlong work. Though of medium height, his stoop makes him seem slight:
a wisp of a man on a devious course through the shifting colors of nightfall, to a hard labor that may yield a few finished lines or simply become a sleepless cramp. He writes very little-his, reputation rests on
two books-probably because of some monumental block in him. Perhaps his life is not his own. Somewhere along the line-he was married
in 1948, and lives in a house with many children-it fused with the life
of his country, beat fast when the pulse was strong, then stopped with
it. He says: "'Stability in Mexico is deadlock. We've come to a complete
standstill."
On a late afternoon in June, after hunting him down for a week, at
home and at work, o~ly to keep losing track of him-he has been called
away, he is unavailable, he breaks an appointment-we finally meet him
, in the lobby of our hotel, where he arrives in trepidation, with a long
shadowy face: and darting eyes. He is late-by several hours-he has
been held up, and is dismally embarrassed. Upstairs he sits in a low
chair, staring at the floor. He is ready to make for the door. He has a
thou~and things to do. Besides his missions for the Institute, he has
been working on an experimental film with a theme of social protest.
He describes it as a series of sketches interspersed with Vivaldi music,
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perhaps not unlike Bufiuel's famous Las Hurdes. Overcoming his shyness, he wanders off on a meek man's compulsive monologue, stringing
disconnected thoughts toge1:her, touching on everything and nothing,
then fall{ng into a tongue-tied silence. Again aria again the conversation
trails off. We are in a state of suspended animation. "I only know how
to express ~yself in a very rudimentary way," he says with a gentle smile
that crinkles the corners of his eyes.
,
He is a man who does not quite know how he came to literature-a
somewhat belated vocation with him-exc~pt that one day he simply
woke up in it. Perhaps the one to ~lame for this is the village priest of
San Gabriel, back in the days of the wars of the Cristeros. For a time,
Rulfo stayed on a family farm with his grandmother, a pious lady who
could hardly read anything olitside her prayer book, which he suspects
she recited from memory-she had once triee}, to go on a pilgrimage to
Rome to see the. Pope-but whose house contained a small library
belonging to the local parish. The priest had left it there. in safekeeping
when the government troops turned his house into an army barracks.
The Rulfo household was under federal protection, because Rulfo's
mother was related by marriage to one of the colonels serving against
the Cristeros. Rulfo had the books all to himself. "So I read all of them."
Most of them, he says, were not Biblical texts but adventure stories.
They made his thoughts run ahead of him. He has been trying to keep
up ever SInce.
But it was not until many years later, about 1940, in the solitude of
the big city, that Rulfo first put pen to paper. He produced a fat novel
-which he later destroyed-about life in l\1exico City. "It was a conventional sort of book, very high-strung, but at bottom no more than an
attempt to express certain solitary feelings. Maybe that's why it came
out so high-strung. It wasn'~ convincing. But that was just it. The fact
that I wrote it at all seems'tomean I was trying to find a way out of the
solitude I'd been living in, not only in Mexico City, but for many years,
since my days in the orphanage."
He describes the book as having been written in "a somewhat rhetoricallanguage that I was perfectly well a~~re 6f myself. That wasn't the
way I wanted tosay things. So, practiSiiigjVays to free myself of all that
rhetoric and bomb,ast, I started cutting' down,_ working with simpler
characters. Of course I went over to the 'oppoSite extreme, into complete simplicity. B& that wa~ because I was using characters like the
countrypeople of J~isco, who speak a pure brand of sixteenth-century
Spanish. Their vocabulary is very spare. In fact, they practically don't
<
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speak at all.
." The result was his first story, "La vida no es muy
seria en sus cosas" (Life Is Not To Be Taken Too Seriously), published
in 1942 in a Guadalajaran magazine called Pan. Limiting his scope,
withdrawing within the starkness of personal memory, he seemed to
have found his way. In 1945 he published his now-famous story, "Nos
han dado la tierra" (The Land They Gave Us). The stories of the next
few years, a meager but vintage crop, were collected in 1953 under the
title of one of them, El Llano en Llamas (The Plain on Fire) . Between
1953 and 1954, on a Rockefeller grant-during his work on the Papaloapan project-he wrote Pedro Paramo, which appeared in 1955
(Grove Press, 1960).
\

RULFO'S BRIEF AND BRIGHT COURSE has been one of the wonders of our
literature. He has not blazed any new trails; to the contrary, he has been
conte;nt to tread along traditional paths. But his footsteps go deep. He
writes about what he knows and feels, with the simple passion of a man
of the land come into contact with elemental things: love, death, hope,
hunger, violence. With him, regional literature loses its pamphleteering militance, its folklore. Experience is not filtered through the prism
of civilized prejudice. It is laid out straight, with cruel candor. Rulfo is
a man attuned to the primitive poetry of desert landscapes, dusty sunlit villages, seasonal droughts and floods, the humble joys of the harvest,
the hard labor of poor lives lived out always close to plague and famine.
His language is as frugal as h~ world, reduced almost to pure heartbeat.
He has no message. He sings the swan song of blighted regions gangrened by age, where misery has opened wounds that bum like bright
sores under an eternal midday sun, where a pestilent fate has turned
areas that were once rolling meadows and grasslands into fetid open
graves. He is a stoic who does not inveigh against treachery and injustice, but suffers them in silence as part of the epidemic of life. His theme
is simply human sorrow in dispossession. He writes with a sharp edge,
carving each word out of hard rock, like an inscription on a tombstone.
Therefore his work glows with a lapidary purity. It is written in blood.
"So much land, for nothing," says one of the characters in El Llano
en Llamas, gazing around him at the desolate expanses stretching out
of sight in the sweltering haze. And that sets the tone of th~ book. Its
impressionistic sketches-it would be stretching a point in some cases
to call him stories-are quick glimpses into the soul of ruin. They are
not all related in time or space: But the same spirit inhabits them all.
The region, generally, is that of southwester:n Jalisco, extending roughly
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from Lake Chapala, west through Zacoalco to Ayutla and Talpa~ and
south through Sayula and Mazamitla toward the border that separates
Jalisco from the states of Colima and Michoacan. Armed bands laid
the area waste during the Revolution. Then, as the population straggled back, there was the revolt of the Cristeros, during which there was
"a sort of resettlement. The anpy -concentrated people in ranch houses
and villages. When the fighting got more intense, the people were
moved from the villages to larger towns. So'the land was abandoned.
People looked for worK elsewhere. After a' few years, they didn't return
any more." The agrarian reform WCl;S no help. It was very disorga;nized.
"The land was distributed among small tradesmen instead of farmers.
It was given to the carpenters, bricklayers, barbers, shoemakers. They
were the only ones that formed a community. To form a community,
you needed twenty-five people. All those twenty-five p~ople had to do
was get together and ask for the land. The countrypeople never asked
for it. The proof is that until this day they have TIO land. The farm
worker was accustomed to being entirely de.pendent on the landowner
he served. He was a tenant farmer who had his land on loan, cultivated
it, and paid for it with half his yearly crop." The confusion favored real
estate speculation. There has been no change for the better Cin recent
years. Today the small farmers of Jalisco "have nothing to live from
any more. Th~y barely survive. They go down to the coast looking for
work, Or cross the U.S. border as day laborers. They come back in the
rainy season to plow some little 'plot of land at home. But their children
leave as soon asjfhey can." There is no hope for theseregions~ says Rulfo.
They are slated for disaster~ Forty or fifty per cent of the population of
Tijuana comes from there. ,Families are numerous, with a minimum of
ten children. The only industry is mezcal, the plant ,from which the ,
tequila is taken. Significantly, ,there is a town called Tequila, northwest
of Guadalajara. The mezcal and the maguey-source of an alcoholic
beverage called pulque-are classical products of impoverished lands on
the road to disintegration.
.
Rulfo mourns these lands. El Llano en Llamas is a quiet funeral oration to an area that is breathing its last. A pall of doom h?ngs in the air
like a heavy storm cloud. The rule is resignation. A rough courage under
a habitually apathetic surface flares up in intermittent spurts of violence
and brutality: sav:;lge banditry, predatory blood feuds. It is an area of
hunted men and deserted women where "the dead carry more weight
than the living." "If there's nothing to be done, there's nothing to be
done," people say, bowing their heads, awaiting the relief of death. Be,.
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cause that is their only firm faith, their last illusion, that Us orne day the·
night will come" and peace along with it,.as they are laid to rest among
immemorial shadows in the darkness of the grave.
.The trials begin with childhood, as in "Es que somos muy pobres"
(We Are Very Poor), where a young girl, whose older sisters, determined to wring what pleasure they can out of their destitution, have
gone the way of ali flesh, is, in turn, fated for perdition as her hopes of
marriage vanish \fhen her poor dowry-a c6w and a calf-is swept away
in a flood. Even bleaker is the lot of the child in "Macario": an orphan
boy brought up in an inhospitable foster home, whose sole comfort is
being breast fed by a kind cook turned wet nurse, whose milk tastes of
daffodils. Macario lives under the threatening shadow of his foster
mother, who wags a chill finger at him, promising him hell for his misconduct. To please her~she is a neurotic insomniac-he spends his time
killing frogs in a nearby pond-their croaks keep her awake-and cockroaches in the house. Gnawed by obscure pangs that the author pinpoints in vivid images, he has seizures, hears the drums of fairs pounding in the street and beats his head against the floor. With a kind of
quiet sadistic glee, he mashes bugs underfoot, littering the house with
them. He spares only crickets which, according to an old wives' tale,
chirp to cover the laments of souls in Purgatory.
The dark urges that propel people to their undoing are portrayed in
"Acuerdate" (Remember), a brief sketch of a village type, a young
dandy who suddenly, for no known reason, turns bad, to become a
criminal and a renegade. He wants to go straight. He tries his luck as a
policeman, then thinks of priesthood. But a blind force leads him on
to violence, until at last he is hanged from a tree that, in a final act of
free will allowed him by an ironic fate, he selects himself.
The Revolution, says Rulfo, unleashed passions that have become
habits in some of these villages. Though on the whole, crime has moved
toward the coast lately, certain towns in Jalisco still live from it. It is a
business and a way of life. A case of this is the story, "La cuesta de las
comadres" (Gossips' Slope), told casually, by a lackadaisical narrator,
with the nonchalance of a people for whom death is always close and
life has little value. A marauding gang of bandits and cattle rustlersthe Torricos-terrorizes the fertile slope of small lots that gives the
story its title. It is one of those places where time has taken its toll.
Over the years the population, driven by those nameless illusions that
haunt all of Rulfo's characters, has disbanded. Partly to blame for the
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, exodus are the Torricos. The narrator knows them well. He once went
stealing bales of sugar with them, and nearly left his skin behind. Later,
. because Remigio Torrico accuses him of having murdered his brother,
Odil6n, who was actually killed in a brawl in town (in self-defense-he
is being threatened with a machete), h~ kills Remigio by coolly sticking
a baling needle 'in his ribs. All this is told in a matter-of-fact tone that
adds a sinister thrill to the story. The setting is the no-man's-land
around Zapothln. The most grisly things happen in those places; 'says
Ruflo. llA while back, in Toliman, they were digging up the dead. No
one knew exactly why or what for. It happened in stages, cyc-lical~y ...."
A scar on the landscape may turn out to be an open sewer. llAmo~g
those villages, there's one called EI Chantle, which is full of outlaws\
There's no authority there. Even government troops stay away from
the place. It's a town of escaped convicts. You see that kind of people
elsewhere, too. As a rule, they're the calmest people in the world. They
carry no arms, because they've been disarmed. You talk to them and
they seem completely harmless. They're very peaceful, usually a bit
sly, never quite on the level, but at the same time, without any bad intentions. Yet behind each of those men there may be a long list of
crimes. So you never know who' you're dealing with, whether with a
gunman for a local warlord or an ordinary farmer." Often the forces qf
order are no more enlightened than the delinquents they track down.
In "La noche que 10 dejaron solo" (The Night He Was Left Alone),
we nave a fugitive from justice doggedly stalked day and night by
shadowy pursuers, who mop up his whole family. Stumbling home to
his hut at night, through the smoke of a bonfire!, he sees the corpses, of
his two uncles dangling from a tree the corral. Troops are gathered
around-the corpses., waiting for him. As he blunders off into the brush
to splash headlong across a river, he hears a voice say with savage logic:
"If he doesn't get here before tomorrow morning, we'll knock off the
_
first man that comes this way, that'll settle accoupts.'~ ,
Another man pursued is the protagonist of "EI hombre" (The-'
Man), whose flight sends him over horizon after-horj,uID, carry\ng the
weight of his guilt. He is a killer who has done away with a who'e family. Shifting points of view throw light on his agony, foreshadowing
techniques used later to fine effect in Pedro Paramo. The first part of
the story is told objectively, in two times: one -corresponding to the
perceptions of the pursued, t.he other Ito those of the pursuer. Halfway
through there isa switch to a first person narrator-the fugitive~then ,
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later to the point of view of a witness: a shepherd testifying before local
police authorities/ All are flighty figures with fickle gestures, flickers of
life that soon fade in the vastness of the plain.
In the land of the damned no one is to blame for his follies, and yet
everybody is guilty. For even stripped of their humanity, men continue
to pay for it. 1lIe guilt 'may be nameless, but no less onerous for that, as
in "En la madrugada" (At Dawn), where a farmhand is thrown into
prison, accused. of having killed hi~ master in a fight, and, though he
remembers nothing, he says to himself, almost with exultance: "Since
I'm in jail, there must be a reason for it;" or it may be very precise and
specific, as in "Talpa," where an adulterous pair-man and sister-in-law
-take the deceived husband, who has been afflicted with the plague,
on a tong pilgrimage to the Virgin of Talpa, whom they hope to reach
"before she runs out of miracles." The trip has a double intent. The
sick man is a burden to them; they know that the bone-wearying trip
will make him die faster. And so it happens. On the way, their charge,
perhaps not unaware of their designs-which they are only half aware
of themselves-becomes a sort of martyr and flagellant. In a fit of blind
fervor, he rips his feet on boulders, bandages his eyes, then drags himself along on all fours, wearing a crown of thorns. His pain is also their
suffering; it dramatizes a common predicament. When he dies, his
survivors are not acquitted of their sin. Their love dies with him.
Guilt is again a major time in "Diles que no me maten" (Tell Them
Not To Kill Me), a story of vengeance. An old crime, which time has
not repealed, catches up with the protagonist, who is tied to a stake by
the son of a man he murdered years before, given a few shots of alcohol
in a moment of wry compassion to dull the pain, then summarily executed. But he might just as well have been spared. A lifelong fear of
retribution has already made him die a thousand deaths before that.
There is a streak of humor in his end. The bullets pumped into him
settle accounts many times over. They are really nothing but so many
coups de grace on a corpse.
Grief is strife. Physical poverty is moral indigence. It spreads its
mortal fumes into even the moS\: intimate recesses of personal life, polluting love, undermining trust and friendship. This is the topic of "No
ayes Iadrar los perros" (Don't You Hear The Dogs Bark) ,which traces
the foOtsteps of a beleaguered father who carries his wounded son into
town to see the doctor, heaping reproaches on him along the way. In
RuIfo there is almost always bitterness and recrimination between parents and children; they fail each other even in helping each other. What
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one generation can transmit to the next is little more than an age-old
impotence. The young, eternally disinherited, are cast defenseless into
the world, to suffer the long agony_ of life. Those who have nerve and
fiber make good. The others withei away, or become miscreants. "Yo~r
children leave you . . . they thank you for nothing . . . the~: drain
you even of your memory:' Relations between man and woman-Ji"e no
happier than those between parents and children. In "Paso del norte"
(Northern Pass) we have the story of a young man who leavesJ:lfs family to cross the U.S. border as a wetback. He is met by a hail of-.blillets~
He returns to his'village in defeat, only to find that his woman has left
him. Abandoning his children, he vanishes after her,' destined from
then on to roam the country like a soul in pain.
There are alw~ys those who, in their own wretched way, thrive on
the ills of others. A case in point are th~ roving bandits' of the title
story, who sack ranches and set 'fields on fire as they go galloping across
the plain, chased by government forces that never seem to catch up
with them, or misfire when they do. They are the verminous Zamora
band who, "although we have no flag to fight for at the moment," keep
fit slitting throats and hoarding booty. The leader plays "bull" with his
prisoners, who are made to stand unarmed as he Charges them with a
sword. They derail trains and steal women. Bad luck has the narrator
serve a term in jail, from which he emerges a somewhat chastened .man.
Perhaps a woman who awaits him with open arms-in a somewhat sentimental ending-outside the prison gate will save him. But the chances
are that he will ride again. Or he might find some o~~ay to scrape
by, as Anacleto Morones, in the story of the same l1aLe~l:hich reveals
Rulfo as a biting ironist. Anacleto, a mere derelict, makes a thriving
career for himself_as a '.'santero"--:peddler of religious images'-combining high salesmanship witlf,religious quackery. He builds a fine reputation, and rakes in the profits. Among his worshipping ,supporters are a
bunch of hypocritical old b.ags who have succumbed to his charm in
more ways than one. He has become the "saintly child Anacleto." The
women want him officially ~nonized, appeal to Lucas Lucatero, his
son-in-law, to testify to his miracles. Ambushed by them, Lucas Lucatero refuses to cooperate~ Anac1eto was a fraud. His greatest miracle,
it turns out, was impregnating his own {jaughter, Lucas' wife. Lucas
has killed him and buried him under the floorboards.
Perhaps, all things considered, Lucas Lucatero, and Anacleto himself, were once no worse than the honest peasants of the moving "Nos
han dado la tierra," which 'still stands as one of Rulfo's best stories.
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With a sort of impersonal pity that makes the tale doubly poignant, he
tells of a group of men allotted lands in a barren desert region under a
government distribution program. They are sent far from the fertile
fiel4s bordering the river, which have all been commandeered by powerful landlords. The group, now reduced to four men, has trekked for
eleven hours, with sinking hearts, across the empty wasteland, out of
which "nothing will rise. . . not even vultures."
Yet life goes on. "It is more difficult to revive the dead than to give
birth to new life," Rulfo writes somewhere, summing up the general
attitude. In this faint hope, scant lives find a driving force. Tapping it
at the source has been Rulfo's achievement. His sketches are quick
probes. It is the small touches that count. He has weaknesses as a storyteller. Excessive poetization freezes some of his scenes. His characters
are sometimes too sketchy to deliver their full human impact. They
are creatures of primeval passion, entirely defined by their situation. Because of their lack of inner resource, ultimately they inspire little more
than pity. And that is the danger. We are often on the verge of falling
into pathos. But the attentive reader will go beyond that. There is something more-stilI waters running deep. To live, in Rulfo, is to bleed to
death. The pulse ot the days beats hard, carrying off hope, gutting life
at the core, spilling'Jorces, emptying illusions. He can evoke the fatigue
of a long day's march across barren spaces in a quiet phrase: "It seems
to me that we've gone a lot farther than the distance we've covered;' or
a lifetime's inexpressible distress and longing in the voice of a woman
who says of her absent man: "It's still time for him to return." Of the
mother who has lost all her children, he writes simply: "It seems she
had a little money, but spent it all on burials." It is the ability to suddenly close in and strike home that at moments gives Rulfo the dignity
of a tragedian. His style is as stark as his landscapes. Its marks are discipline and economy. Its impact is cumulative. It has the pull of irresistible impulse.
One of the most characteristic stories of £1 Llano en Llamas is
"Luvina," the name of a village on a limestone hill, laboring under its
obscure curse, in an area swept by a dusty black wind that seems to
c~rry volcanic ash. It is a "moribund place where even the dogs have
dIed." Like the once fertile slope in "La cuesta de las comadres," it is a
ghost town on its way to extinction. ''I'd say it's the place where sadness
nests, where smiles are unknown, as if everyone's face had been boarded
up," says the narrator, an ex-resident, warning a traveler away from it.
He ought to know: "There I lived. There I left my life." Nowadays
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Luvina is populated only by "the old and the unbom_~ . and lonely·
women. Those who have stayed are retained only by their.dead. "They
live here and we can't abandon them," they say. They will continue to
sweat out their sentence, thinking: "It will last as long as it has to last."
77

"
WHICH IS MORE OR LESS THE OUTLOOK of the inhabitants of Comala in
Pedro Paramo, where the living, if there are any, are indistinguishable
from the dead. Comala is a dreary place, hardly more than a dip in the
landscape, but for those trapped there, aburning pit set "on the. hot
coals of the earth, in the very mouth of hell." There flesh and blood
have either petrified, or evaporated. Only a shadow life remains, made
of dwindling figures on otherworldly errands who turn out to be the
lost souls of the departea.
Pedro Paramo is the story of a local caudillo, a classical specimen of
the breed, whose unrequited life is reconstructed in groping retrospect
from whispers, hearsay, rumors and other debris of his passing through
this world by his wayfaring son, Juan rreciado. Juan Prec.iado, full of
vague illusions, in sear~h of a lost childhood, returns to Comala after
an absence of many years, fulfilling a Rromise he made to his mother on
her deathbed. He is there to collect he~ memories, perhaps to pluinb his
lawn past. We recognize a variant of the Mexican myth of the illegitimate child, born of rape, eternally in quest of his unknown father.
Juan Preciado finds a deserted village-there is a real village that goes
by that name just south of the Jaliscan border, near Colima-made of
voices and echoes. A dusty road leads down into the village. From a
muleteer he meets along the way-Abundio, a natural son fathered by
the caudillo, therefore Juan Preciado's- step-brother-he learns that
Pedro Paramo is already dead. So, it will soon dawn on him, is everyone
else, including himself. It is August, midsummer, a time of blazing
heat. He wanders in a kind of sickly gloom. His encounters all turn gut
to be ghosts or delusions. These villages, says Rulfo, ate like graveyards,
dedicated to the cult of death. A Christian respect for the dead has
mixed with pagan ancestor-worship. There are certain days of the year,
for instance-the first days of October-when the dead are said to return
to haunt the living. "There's the idea that those who die in sin are
doomed to roam upon the face of the earth." They are the souls in pain
who find no peace. Soon Juan Preciado feels· that-1lis head is "full of .
sounds and voices. He is actually telling the stdry from the next world.
His passing-or awakening to the fad that he has passed-is recorded
halfway through the book. He is fOUIid in the street one day, cramped
77

.

I

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1965

23

.

"

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 35 [1965], Iss. 4, Art. 1

310

~.

LUIS HARSS

and clammy, as if he had literally been frightened to death. Which was
just what happened. "He was killed by murmurs," a voice says. From
his tomb, deep underground, listening to the restless stirrings of the
dead, he continues to piece together the story of Pedro Paramo.
The time is around the turn of the century, the eve of revolutionary
disruption. The rise and fall of Pedro Paramo has the elements of a
case history. The setting, Jaliscan in general contours, is meant, says
Rulfo, to be more represenrep in factual accuracy than in insight. "I've
been all over Mexico and I've seen some tremendous personal fiefs in
the state of Guerrero and other parts of the country. If I located Pedro
Paramo in Jalisco, it was simply because that's what I know best. I have
the unfortunate tendency to place certain imaginary characters in
specific geographic surroundings. I like to give the atmosphere of a
place."
Who.is Pedro Paramo?
He is not the absentee landlord who ruled northern Mexico, where
the Revolution started. This type of landlord had huge properties, r~
sided in the capital, leaving his lands, which he had often never laid eyes
on, in the hands of an administrator, and educated his children in Europe. Pedro Paramo, on the other qand, "is the prototype of the mediumsized landowner there used to be in Jalisco, a man who lives on his
lands and works them himself. He is not above plowing and planting
side by side with his men." But that makes him no less rapacious in his
lust for absolute power over the region he commands.
.}
Out of the twilight of collective memory, a sharp figure gradmrlly
takes shape. Back in the old days, Pedro Paramo inherited the considerable propertY' known as the Media Luna (Half Moon) from his father,
Don Lucas, who was murdered by a farmhand, leaving his son full of
hate and rancor for the community, which soon learned to dread him.
Pedro Paramo, until then simply a young gay blade, driven by his
grudge and ambition, takes the reins firmly in hand. Following a period
of violent reprisals and consolidating power, Pedro Paramo buys or
chases out his neighbors, forging deeds and bills of sale, moving boundaries and, when the occasion calls for it, resorting to every degree of
force and viol~nce. Don Lucas left many debts which he does not intend to settle~ A shyster lawyer in his pay helps him finagle things to his
advantage. His largest creditors are a group of sisters called Preciado.
Pedro Paramq decides to marry one of them, Dolores, who has been
pining for him. Dolores never has a chance. Pedro Paramo is in a hurry.
Through the good offices of Fulgor Sedano, his overseer and right-hand-
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man, a s~h negotiator, she is persuaded to accept him at once, even
though the moon is "unfavorable"-she is having her period-according to the local witch doctor. Pedro Paramo, no man to respect others'
feelings, barrels on. All this Juan Preciado, Dolores' son, learns from
the dream-figure of Eduviges Dyada, a close childhood friend of his
mother, who recalls in the silence of the tomb how she-who also loved
Pedro Paramo-substituted in bed for Dolores at the crucial moment
to help her through her wedding night. Which' did not prevent- Dolores,
'trampled, and soon stranded, by Pedro Paramo, from picking up shortly
.
\
after that ann leaving town forever.
Meantime the Media Luna flourishes. There are emergencies. One
day the harbingers of the Revolution arrive. There are rumors that
Pancho Villa is in the area. Then come the Cristeros. But, typically',
Pedro Paramo finds a winning compromise each time. He "joins" the
Revolution to save his own skin. He invites the rebels over, promises
them money and supplies, then sends.one of his trusted henchmen,
Damasio, off with some men to fight in their. ranks and keep an eye on
them. The plan cos,ts him nothing. He does not even have to support
his troop~s The.y phtpder neighb.oring ranches, thus even in destruction
ultimatel favoring the interests of the boss of the Media Luna.
But n t for long. The first blow strikes with the death of the apple
of his eye, his troublemaking son, Miguel, a bad sort who has already
killed a man at the age of seventeen and sampled half the girls in the
neighborhood. Only his father's influence keeps him out of prison. Until 'finally, on his way home one day at dawn from one of his nightly
forages, he meets his fate when he is thrown from his horse. It is somehow the beginning of the end for Pedro Paramo. With clear foresight,
he realizes at once what he is in for. "I'm starting to pay. Better to
start early, in order to finish soon," he says, suddenly, in misfortune,
rising to full stature. In the view of ~1iguellaid out for burial he senses
his own approaching downfall. "He seems bigger than he was," he says
wistfully.
In the end, what undoes Pedro Paramo is the same thing that undoes
everyone else in Rulfo: illusion. In his case, it is his impossible love for
Susana San Juan, "a woman not of this world." Susana was a childhood
playmate with whom he bathed naked in country streams and flew
kifes in the windy season'. Susana-an airy image he carries in him fbrever as an aftertaste of lost innocence, a yearning for impossible fulfillment-is a strange girl, a sort of Ophelia, brittle and sensual, always on
the dim edge of sanity. She has visions and nightmares. She lost her
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mother young, was then traumatized by her father, Bartolome San Juan,
a wishful-thinking miner in search of buried treasure with whom she
has an equivocal relation. Once he lowered her dangling at the end of a
rope into the nether regions under the floorboards to pick up what he
thought was a gold nugget, only to have her find a skeleton. To worsen
matters, in her teens she loved Florencio, of whose warm embraces she
has been dreaming ever since. He was murdered by orders of Pedro
Paramo. Widowed, she has lived with-her lonely father, who took her
away to a mining town to forget. The incestuous climate he creates
around her, ~ys Ru~js his way of trying to reach her, to bring her
back to reality.: We are dangerously close to the psychoanalytic cliche
of childhood tFauma. But nothing definite is said. There are only
Hthreads" of sugg~stion and allusion. After a lapse of thirty years, thoroughly broken, the old man accepts lodging with Pedro Paramo, who
in exchange demands the hand of his daughter. He is signing his own
death sentence. Susana becomes his wife. But in name only. Her feverish spells worsen.., :She tosses in bed at night, calling for Florencio.
When she dies, 'tormented by the local p~iest-a picker of the deadPedro Paramo, distraught, has the church bells in ComaJa ring for three
solid days. But nothing can bring her back. To precipitate matters, the
bells create a sort ~f holiday atmospher~, in town. Whereupon, in
revenge, Pedro Parafuo decides: "I'll cros§imy arms and Comala will
starve to death." And so it happens. He burns his possessions, neglects
his lands, and spends the rest of his days staring up the road along
which Susana was taken to the cemetery. The inner drama-such as it is
-has its outer equivalences. Rivers dry up. People leave. It is as if the
very existence of Comala depended entirely on the will of a single man.
The power of the caudillo had given the area a cohesion and stability
of sorts. Now there is a complete breakdown. The spirit has simply
gone out of the place. Says Rulfo: "It's really the story of a town that
dies out on its own. Not because of anything or anyone." It simply
ages and wears out. Pedro Paramo embodies the general sense of inner
fatality. Tired, disillusioned, he waits for death. It comes the day Abundio, the muleteer, suddenly becomes an avenging angel, drunk after his
own wife's death for which he obscurely blames Pedro Paramo, and
sticks a knife in him. For Pedro Paramo it is a moment of final plenitude. "This is my death," he says with fruition, greeting it as an old
friend.
Such is the general line of the story. But its intentions lie beyond
mere chronology. Pedro Paramo is a face in a broken mirror, an image'
/

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol35/iss4/1

26

: Full Issue

JUAN RULFO

313

gradually composing on the surface of troubled waters. A whisper here,
a hint there, float him up out offlhe wreckage: The picture is given in
shifting panels, bits of speech suddenly overheard, a rumor blown out'
of a doorway. All around him, in secret confabulation, are babbling
voices and vanishing specters. Says Rulfo, never quite ~ure how he manages to do what he does: "I imagined the character. I saw him. Then,
wondering how to handle him, I logically thought of a ghost town. And,
of course, the dead live outside space and time. That gave me freedom
to do what 1 wanted with the characters. I could have them come in,
then simply fade out." There is a sort of telepathy at work. 'fPe reader
intuits the hidden course of the narrative. The treatment of characters
and events is strictly phenomenological; we are in a world of effects
without causes, shadows without substance. Again, as in Rulfo's stories, .
it is often the small details that fix a scene: a quick impression, a twist
of the tongue. There are'vivid minor characters: the local priest, Padre
Renteria, whose obsequiousness before the powerful, who patronize his
church, turns his apostolate into a hollow mockery. Denied absolution
by his confessor, he prays in pantomime, invoking a long rosaryllSf saints·
that ripple through his mind as if they were sheep jumping over a fence.
There is the tremulous Eduviges with her cobwebbed memories; an
incestuous brother and sister who lodge Juan Preciado one ~vening; the
psychosomatic Dorothea, who suffers from some obscure qualm of conscience over what may have been an imaginary pregnancy or an aborted
baby, we are never sure which of the. two, though it is clear that she is
irretrievably damned in any case in~-her role as procuress for Miguel
.
Paramo. ,
Pedro Paramo has its shortcomings. There. is a typically Mexican
mother figure languishing in the backgro'und. Whenever her image is
evoked, we hover on the edge of the maudlin. Then, why not say it, the
figure of Pedro Paramo himself is an old standard. The clipped style,
the oblique focus, do not alter the fact that basically we are going over
familiar grounds. The characterization is too slight-and conventional
-to add anything new to the theme of the local despot. Pedro Paramo's
,overpowering instinctual drives, his retrograde mentality, his rule
through blackmail, and brooding over a lost love that, symbolizes vanished innocence, are a11literary staples. But here they are merely props
for poetic vision. Rulfo does not tell a story. He captures the essence of
an experience. Pedro Paramo is not epic, but elegy.
A good part of its merit rests on the use Rulfo' ma~es of the simple
rhythms of popular speech. The emotional charge they carry is such
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that he can obtain maximum effects with a minimum of means. "It's a
spoken language," he says. But it is not the voice of the author that
speaks; it is the voic~s of the characters. Rulfo simply arranges, orchestrates. But, above all, he listens. The life of his books is in the language.
Of course, he says, ",it isn't a calculated language. I don't go out with a
tape recorder to take down what people say and then try to reproduce
it afterwards. There's none of that here. That's simply the way I've
heard people speaksince I was born. That's the way people speak in
those places." For him, the rhythm of speech is that of life itself. It
marks a stride. And Rulfo is right in step with it. To keep time, he will
sacrifice volumes of rhetoric. He has always been against the tendency
to the baroque in Latin American literature. He says: "I try to defend
myself against the baroque, and I'll continue to do so, with all the
. means at my disposa1." The strength of his work is in its restraint. From
the proliferot:ls luxuriance of a huge manuscript several hundred pages
{ long he has been known to extract the few precious drops of sap that
1 will go to nourish a perfect story.
;
In a country of literary cliques and coteries, Rulfo has always pursued
. a lone star. He seems to have no connection with anyone. Agustin
Yanez, a distinguished colleague who is Minister of Education today,
is from his home state. Rulfo hardly seems to have heard of him. It
would be hard to imagine two more different temperaments. Rulfo belongs to that race of men for whom writing is a very intimate affair that
takes place in the dark of night. He is superstitious and secretive about
his work, which he keeps undercover. He will talk about anything but
that. A guarded silence on the subject is an old habit with him. As a
young man quietly learning his craft by candlelight, he knew none of his
literary contemporaries. He read a few literary reviews, he says, but'
otherwise kept to himself. All he knew was that "it seemed 1 had to become a writer." Later, between about 1948 and 1952, he admits he was
associated with a group called America, publishers of a magazine of the
same name. "The group is necessary to launch your career," he says a
bit wryly. But this was a particularly scattered group that included the
most heterogenous people. About all they had in common was the urge
to get together once in a while in a Chinese cafe to drink coffee and
hold bull sessions. The circle shrank and expanded as people came and
went, until finally there was no one left. Fortunately, says Rulfo, the:
magazine no longer exists. .
What is his relation to Mexican literature as a whole?
He seems
, uncertain about that. Back in his school days, there was not
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much Mexican literature, he says. The authors read in Mexico in those
days were Vasconcelos, the political writers of the Revolution, the
chroniclers of the time: Martin Luis Guzman, Mariano Azuela. "But
even they weren't read much. Mexican literature had almost no value.
For instance, the novel of the Revolution was considered simple reporti~g. A lot of books were published-proportionately speaking-but they
weren't read. The tendency was to read foreign literature. In schools,
Spanish literature. On one's own, Russian literature-imported. from
Spain, where it was translated and published, but not Spanish literature. U.S. literature, which was also published in Spain. We knew Dos
Passos, Sinclair Lewis, Elmer Rice and;Hemingway. There was a great
vogue of translations in Spain just before the Revolution, especially
works of social criticism."
From the beginning, Rulfo-a traditionalist unhampered by traditionalism-struck out in his own direction. In the few literature courses
he took in his free titpe, he was bothered by the habit teachers had of
teaching the worst of Spanish literature-"Pereda, the generation of
1898. . . . I knew that was the backwardness of Latin American
literature: the fact that we were absorbing a literature that was foreign·
to our character and disposition." Besides, Spanish culture was decadent. "They had theologized even with mathematics." Spain had .
isolated itself for centuries from the wqrld. That was one of the factors
that had permitted the Latip American countries to gain their independence. But culturally th~y were not yet emancipated. He readily
recognizes his Spanish ances~ry, Rulfo tells us, seized by a sudden curious scruple as we discuss the~ubject. He adds, amusingly, that an early
ancestor of his was even a mep1ber of the royalist forces· of Callejas that
fought against the Mexicau";~evolution. Nevertheless, he reproaches
Spain with provincialism and iinguistic decay. "What pains me about
Spain, for instance," he says, "is that it is losing its language." This is
something he often discusses with people, invariably getting himself
into an argument. The case is exactly the opposite in Latin America. On
the one hand, Indian dialects have enriched the jlanguage. On the
other, there are isolated areas where it has preserveo its classic~purity.
He realized long ago that "Spain had no cult~re to give America." He
was always particularly fond of Russian literature...;..Andreyev, Korolenko-and, above all, a great admirer. of Scandinavian literature: Selma
Lagerlof, Bjornson, Knut Hamsun, Sillanpaa. "Once upon a time I had
the theory that literature had been born in Scandinavia, then gone
down to central Europe and spread from there." He is still an assiduous
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reader of Sandor Laxness, whom he considers a great renewer of European literature, from a position diametrically opposed, say, to that of
French intellectualism. U.S. literature, he thinks, has also had a salutary influence in latter years. But Rulfo, with his love of the diaphanous,
favors the Nordics, because of their "misty atmosphere." The same
factor inclines him toward the work of the Swiss novelist, C. F. Ramuz,
whose portraits of simple village souls in conflict with a hostile environment have stroIJ.g connotations for him. Rulfo does not pretend his
predilections are based on sound judgment. He has a curious taste for
Jean Giono, whom he regards as an unappreciated talent in French
letters. Giono, says Rulfo, breaks with the artifices of the Jules Romains
and Mauriac tradition, which, he claims, produces works so indistinguishable that ('you don't know whom you're reading. They all write
the same." In any case, they all sound "written." And that is what he
has always tried to avoid. "I don't want to speak as you write, but to
write as you speak."
If he has come anywhere near achieving his purpose, he says, it is because he never really developed his style consciously. "It was something
that was there already." He detected it, and took it as he found-it. In
this, he may have helped point the way for some of l\1exico's younger
writers, who have begun to listen more carefully to the language spoken
in the streets. Not that he has imitators. He shudders at the thought.
But his work may have called attention to the literary potential of popular language. "So the person who writes that way is not influenced by
Q
Pedro Paramo," he says. "He simply stopped to listen to the language
he was talking, and realized of what use it could be to him."
Ten years have gone by since Pedro Paramo, and Rulfo, a busy man
in a harsh city, has been strangely silent. He is vague about what he has
published, when. He seems suddenly anguished when the subject is
raised. He mentions "a story in the same line as those of EI Llano en
Llamas, which was supposed to be part of the book. I don't know what
happened to it. . . . It was misplaced, and then it was too late to include it in the book. . . ." According to rumors, his mildness and modesty are such that he has little control over the editorial work done on
his books. The French edition of Pedro Paramo, for instance, is fatter
than the original. What could have happened? Perhaps some papers
. got shuffled along the way. . . .
At the moment he has other 'things in mind. As people wonder
whether he will ever be heard from again, he is trying to bring himself
to rele~se an eternally forthcoming novel he has finished and torn apart
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a thousand times, called La Cordillera. "I'm sort of working at it," he
says. Recently he thought he was done with it, then decide~ to go over
it once more. It had to be thought out all over again. "I thought it was
a bittoo dense." He would like to talk about it, but "it's a bit difficult
to explain." The setting, aga,in, is provided by the villages of Jalisco.
"But taken from their base this time. Starling with the sixteenth century." Rulfo traces the lives and fortunes of a family of "encomenderos".
from its origins, through gen~rations of wars and migrations, down to
the present day. As usual in his work, the voyage is mental, a memory
evoked in bits and strands by the dead's descendants. "It's really the
story of a woman who's the last descendant of the family... '." She is
probably another lost soul branded by a fO,rgotten past that she wears as
a birthmark. Because the sense of history, in Rulfo, is that it may be
forgotten, but not left behind. Therefore, what he has tried to do in
his work is "to show a reality that 1 knOw and that I want others to
know. To say: 'This is what has happened and what is happening.' And:
'Let's not fool ourselves. If it's fata~ then let's do something about it.'
But I don't think I'm a fatalist at heart. ... ~Above aIr, what I want
to do in La Cordillera is to show the simplicity of countrypeople, their
candor. The man of the city sees their problems as country problems.
But it's the problem of the whole country. It's the problem of the city
itself. Because, when the countryman moves to the city, there's a
change. But to a certain extent he continues to be what he was. He
brings the problem with him." Proof of this is the sad-eyed Rulfo, who
will undoubtedly continue to live with the problem for a long time to
come.

TRANSLATIONS IN ENGLISH

)
I

\

Pedro Paramo, New York: Grove Press, Inc., 1960
"The Hill of Comrades," Harper's, Mar. 1964
"The Miraculous Child," Encounter, Sept. 1955

~ Born in Valparaiso, Chile, "LUIS HARss w;s reared in Argentina. His
first language was English, his second Spanish, and French his th~rd. He
attended Notre Dame and received his M.A. from Stanford. He-lives in
Paris, devoting his full time to writing.
I met Luis at Stanford sometime in 1954, in a labyrinthian complex of
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clapboard barracks that had been a military, hospital in.WW II and were
then used for student housing. I remember that the barracks were heated
by steam: in summer they smelled of old wounds; in winter, of cold bandages and antiseptic. Luis; with his precise diction and incisive perceptions,
was a single light in that otherwise acrid environment. Stocky, with a fighter's nose, and irony in the edges of his smile, he discussed literature with
the quick passion of a man who would someday make a claim upon it, not
like a student required to unearth recondite myths from some pellucid text.
He was very fond of Faulkner, Swift, Hemingway, Joyce, and Dostoevsky..
Whenever he discussed a writer, he talked like a lover, not an analyst.
After the university days, I lost contact with Luis until I stumbled upon
his first novel, The Blind (New York: Atheneum, 1963), and reviewed it.
Since then, I have benefited from a continuous correspondence *ith him.
His second novel, The Little Men, was issued by the same publisher in
1964. He is presently revising a third novel, and his book on contemporary
Latin American writers, Ten in Their Times-from which the essay on
Juan Rulfo is drawn-will be published by Harper & Row this September.
The Blind, centered around a summer love affair in an imaginary Latin \
American seaside resort, is reminiscent of Dostoevsky's The Possessed. It is
a dark and haunting book of young people wounded and damned; it is almost out of control; it is held together only by the power of its portraiture
and the guileless intelligence of its author. This first novel might be considered as a fleshing-out of Octavio Paz's line, las victimas engendran los
verdugos (Victims beget their executioners): the characters are their own
executioners, their own victims. They hurtle toward their individual damna"tions in a world as luxuriant as it is deadly.
-Gus Blaisdell
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POEMS BY ,RICARDO MOLINA
Translated by Edwin Honig
NAME AND NAMELESSNESS
What no one can remember, has it died?
It may still thrive, withdrawn upon itself
somewhere outside of time,.in perfect life,
w~ere disremembrance cqrried it away.
Not yesterday, tomorrow,
or today .
s-__ .
comes trampling down upon it, living forever
exactly at the highest point of noon.
~

I

Like an olive branch caught up in
the brutal beak of times, sometimes a name
is saved upon the quiet waves: only
a bubble will be telltale of the man
who like a rose had flourished yesterday.
And then his name is lost. The dust returns
to dust, the wind winds home to nest again
in space, the crystal fountain pours its conch
into the sea, the name, a silent pearl,
. drifts down to sleep forever, in the deep.
Sun-up, noon, and evening. Night, sun-up,
and noon: the silv~ry round, relentless wheel,
th~ distances where yesterday is blurred
,,';".
and turns,·as though it meant to be today. -,Only tomorrow can flow leisurely.
The sluggish heart spills over hopefully·
on all that's yet to be. Yet what was lived
is still the only thing alive: withqrawn
upon itself, and fused upon its zenith.
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In the patio yesterday goes sighing through the archways.
On dank walls ivy trembles; in warm air
lilacs, jasmines, celandines lightheaded
stir beneath the zigzag kisses of the honey bees.
But celandine and jasmine, lilac,
. golden ivy and the flaking archways
know nothing of that day when we made love.
The fountain's brimming clarity
drips sky-touched waters cold and pure
beneath the slender shadows of the night-blooms
trailing perfume in the dark . .
And yet this solitary fountain
trickling through the darkness
never mirrored our delight
across its sweetly placid waters,
and never knew that we made love.
The long veranda still is swathed in dreams
of ancient gilt-framed portraits
and the landscapes of those winter hunts
where a soft-eyed stag cries out against
a snarling hound, teeth sunken in its sweating flank.
But the long veranda sleeping
since those days of hunting in the high sierras
never knew that we made love.
The dining room is suddenly aglow
• with grapevine tendrils
scaling up the balconies outside.
Baskets full of apples, pears and strawberries
exhale one perfume while the old carved sideboard
stiffens with centenary rectitude.
Still, this room, this sideboard,
full of autumn's muskiness,
never knew that we made love.
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When we laughed our way upstairs
to the high white pigeon house,
the patio below seemed wistful.
Sunlight swirled on vagrant honeysuckle
like a swarm of surly bees,
and~winter's lingering must rose heavy
from the empty corridors.
In the hollow dining room
leafy shadows stirred !he covered furniture.
While up above, beneath the blue spring sky,
inside the whitest pigeon house that day,
we two, amid the fluttering and cooing:
lightheaded, lying in the sun,
we two made love.

"

..

ARABIC POET
The men who celebrated
jasmines and the moon
left me their pain, their love,
their wishful flame,
the meteoric passion
that consumes the lips,
and their addiction to
the frailest beauty,

t.

the eternal melancholy
craving for a pleasure
whose essence is to last
a single moment.

. ,J"
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LOVE'S HOVR
Now, at love's hour, what god is this,
poisioning my heart with lips that smile
and green eyes, while night's ga.clen bums,
tightening around me,
scorching me with birds?
My footsteps lead me where?
On what green paths?
Towards what lolling comers, grief sites?
Hour of searing languor,
when daylight's dying swan
sings this glad, never-recurring light. "
Hour of love, so darkly sweet,
release me, I must escape myself,
become this air, this earth, this plant,
heartless and insensible,
b~come this kiss, this tenderness,
this puff that stirs a branch,
its one green leaf in air.
The earth's no part of me. I am outraged fire,
useless as a shooting star,
brilliantly expending its solitary light.
I am the fantasy of water
no one sees at night,
forgotten as a dream on wakening
but lovely in its lingering on face and lips.
This is the hidden love that surges
through all the calices of June.
A burning self-devouring flame,
raindrops stippling pools,
beads of perfume fringing
lightning suckled in the cloudslove, such are all your shapes inside me,
shifting, sighing for their lover.
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OLD WINE
This mad pedantic heart of mine
r drums up-a dream of towering waves,
cascading praise on this glad land
in Andalusian wine.
Here glittering lips have opened on
the gardens' shifting gold, the trill
of burning nightingales that fades
in drowsing Eastern skies.
While gardens drink I feel such eyes .
slip past, go down the waves of joy
into forgetfulness,# .
~

lovers feel in pounding blood
when ·sip by sip on g!ittering lips
they empty paradise.

)

Born in Puente GeniI, C6rdoba, in"1917, RICARDO MOLINA took his degree
in philosophy and letters and is now professor of secondary education in
C6rdoba, where he usually resides. He has edited the poetry magazine
Cantigo, since he fOlinded it some years ago. He won the Adonais prize for
poetry in 1947 with his book Corimbo. As of 1958, his separate publicatiol,1s
include The River of Angels (1945), Three Poems ( 1948 ), Corimbo
(.,1949), and The Elegy of Medina Azaliara (1957)' A selection from hiS;,
work appea;red in The Anthology of New Spanish Poetry, edited by Jose
Luis Cano in 1958.
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David Newman
THE DIRIGIBLE
I have considered the structure of all violent animals, and find the folding continuity of
the bat's wings most easily accommodated to the human form. Upon this model I shall
begin my task tomorrow, and in a year expect to tower into the air beyond the malice
or pursuit of man. But I will work only on this condition, that the art shall not be divulged, and that you shall not requi~ me to make wings for any but ourselves. . . .
Even this valley, the retreat of princ<&, the abode of happiness, might be violated by the
sudden descent of some of the naked nations that swarm on the coast of the southern .

seas.

t

SAMUEL JOHNSON,

Rasse1as

My DECISION to build a dirigible may come as something of a surprise.
Actually I have been thinking about building one for years. I have
been awaiting only a final impetus in order to begin construction.
Does it seem retrograde for me to want to build a dirigible? But I
can't overemphasize how much I loathe the sentimental approach of
the antiquarian. I just don't happen to care about speed. The dirigible
is outside time-transcendently beautiful, eternally free.
.NIost of all, l want to preserve a sense of hopelessness about my
project. Our greatest inventors were the cranky, retrogressive inventors
-most of whom in History's niggling judgment failed miserably. Siegfried Marcus' triumph wasn't his adventitious sale of a smelly horseless carriage to Gottlieb Daimler; but his magnificently quixotic
pursuit of electric light long after Edison had invented it. The Gottlieb Daimlers of the world will always enrich themselves at the expense of the Marcuses, and really that isn't very important. Far more
important that we should remember the ,upreme heroism of 1\1arcus'
folly. Or consider a man like Samuel Langly, careering his hopelessly
leaden dullard of a flying machine into the Potomac. And always
clearly visible through the trees, the mysterious shadows of the Smithsonian Institution.
While scouring the hinterlands this morn·"
ing in search of a place to build my airship, I found my sponsor. From

WHAT UNBELIEVABLE LUCK.
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every point of view he is ideal. A retired farmer; he and his wife are
now the curators of something they call the Museum of Aeronautical
Memories in what used to be their farmhouse. With the self-abnegation of true enthusiasts, they have removed their beds and few belongings to a tiny attic room, leaving the entire ground floor for the
Museum. But the most important thing from my point of view is that
they have religiously offered to underwrite all expenses of construction,
including the furnishing of materials. Although they're not nearly as
well-off as I could have hoped for, their enthusiasm makes up for everything. As for the llmuseum," the most charitable thing I can say
about it is that in every detail it reflects the earnestness of its curators.
Actually it is nothing more than a cluttered roomful of balsa-wood
models, all exhibiting a lamentable slovenliness of construction. But
this farmer does have a flair for the esoteric, I'll grant him that: he has
models of the Supermadne SB-l, the Mitsubishi "Betty," the Pitcairn
Mailwing, the Consolidated Coronado, and even Lincoln Ellsworth's
circumpolar Dornier-Wal amphibian, to name only a few. Displayed
prominently, and apparently in my honor, is an unspeakably crude
representation of an early airship of Santos Dumont.
have the most curious arrangement in their
attic room. They have set up two bunk beds, "facing each other from
either side of the sloping rafters. Both sleep in their respective upper
bunks. The farmer's lower bunk is unoccupied, unmade-alw~ys stockaded. But in his wife's lower bunk reposes a huge, brightly painted
duckbilled doll, swathed in blankets during the night. At dawn she
dresses the doll with infinite terderness and poises him on the edge of
the bed, bill slightly downward-as if just on the point of getting up.
One would assume that all is not as well as it might be with this marriage, and of course it's none of my business, but I must protect my
project. I can't allow the construction of my dirigible to be disrupted
by any sordid rumbling from this pair of drabs. I have decided to establish my headquarters in the barn.
THIS FARMER AND HIS WIFE

during the course of a morning's walk by" a neighboring
pond, I had one exquisite moment of union with the Inventors. In
my impudence, I actually envisioned myself to be the immortal Count
himself, rich in years, gazing out at his majestic zeppelins bobbing serenely at their masts on Lake Constance. And there was nothing but
dirigibles as far as the eye could see.
YESTERDAY,
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PERHAPS FOR THE FIRST TIME I understand quite clearly that this is an
adventure of the mind-a mind-job. Just when this literal-minded idiot
of a farmer has brought me 'materials, I have decided to postpoIie construction indefinitely. I haven't the heart to tell him, naturally. How
could he ever understand that since it could never fly in anything but
a symbolic sense, the best dirigible is no dirigible at all? Far better,
it seems to me, that it should remain a potential dirigible-a dirigible
of the mind-and not an ordered structure of duralumin struts and
longerons. But try and tell them that. Time and time again I have admonished the fanner and his wife not to disturb me in the bam and
for all the effect it had, I might have been admonishing the mice.
THIS INFERNAL idiot OF A FARMER! And he gave me his solemn word
he would leave me alone. Each time he bursts in upon me I have to
pretend to be working on plans for the dirigible and naturally he is
forever demanding to know why I haven't progressed further. Where
are the blueprints, he wants to know-where are the templates and
formers? He realizes that it won't be a very large or sophisticated diri~
gible-after all I'm only one man-but in all this time to have made no
progress at all? In describing my work to him I have to be exceedingly
careful in not becoming committed to any particular set of dimensions. This absolute mania for concrete achievement! It's gotten all
out of hand-the idea of having this degel}~rate into a real constructive
"project" has become absolutely intolerable to me.
I MUST EMPHAIZE that in no sense have I been putting one over on
these people. They seem to think that by virtue of their contribution
they have somehow become partners in the venture. But I never admitted that they were my partners. I merely accepted their offer in
'the spirit it was given. Now I have been forced to take the extreme
measure of padlocking the bam. I now refuse to admit either one of
them while I am at work. Besides, they've been talking this thing up
altogether too much, and as I warned them, in gossiping about my
dirigible to their neighbors-by showing such calloused disregard for
my expressly stated need fot privacy-they have abrogated unconditionally whatever rights of partnership they might have thought they had.
Tms INQUISITIVE, UNCOMPREHENDING FARMER is very serious about
the dirigible-perhaps too serious. He told me today that he has decided to charge a modest admission fee for the museum, and he added
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pointedly that he was anticipating the costs of new mateJials which
I must surely be needing.
the farmer has taken out a full-page advertisementin the local newspaper, describing my project and requesting contributions to a "Dirigi~le Fund." In addition he has trumpeted
the news of my work to every newspaper in the area that, would carry
the story, with the result that the people are now absolutely fIoGking
to the Museum. Now I won't have the slightest qualm about~rim
ming these people for all they are worth. Daily the fanner plead~ with
me to allow him to conduct tours of the "hangar," as he has coine to
call it, and it is becoming increasingly difficult to reason witH him.
Also, there is a strange undertone in a lot of what he says-it's hard to
get his drift, but I am pretty sure that he is beginning to suspect me.

. To MY UNSPEAKABLE HORROR,

I have taken to watc~ing the ,farmhouse through the cracks
in the barn in order to whi~e the time away. The size of the crowds is
truly frightening-espe~jally when I corisider that all they have really
come to see is me ana my imaginary' dirigible. At these moments I
sometimes imagine I am Commander Nobile, alone and gravely injured on the Arctic pack-ice, cooly awaiting the approach of hostile
Eskimos in the wrecked gondola of the Norge.
. I wish I had the strength to risk the destruction of these people's
image of me put I don't. I remain secreted in the barn. The infuriating
part of it is that I could build their stupid dirigible any time I wanted
to.
.
LATELY

the farmer led a large ;number of the yokels to within at least
ten feet of the barn. He pointed at the barn, and then, smiling, raised
his clasped hands over his head in an inexplicable gesture of triumph.

TODAY

for reconciliation with the farmer. He
could never appreciate what I have done-the bourgeois rhythm of his .
life-his mania for achievement- blinds him to anything else. I can
see now that my only hope will be the townspeople, whom I can
always fall back on like the corpse falling out of the closet.
THERE IS NO LONGER ANY HOPE

THIS DAILY EX~E

in the barn is terrible for IllY Ul()tale. Sometimes I
have the impression that the farmer's wife is putting some demoralizing powder in the food. This evening, for instance, after eating one
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of her famous year-old mycobiotic pastries, I actually succeeded in convincing myself that my opinions were half-baked and based on insufficient knowledge-that most people, knowing even less than I
do, were wrongfully impressed by my seeming erudition-and that that
was why these fools were so intent on my building them a dirigible.
Then I·thought of the crowds I had seen earlier around the bam, and
that brought me back to my senses. The farmer doesn't really know
me. He thinks he can explain me, but I'm much more mysteriowAhan
he realizes.
THIS EVENING, as usual, I met with the farmer outside the barn at
twilight. In the past fe~ays his manner has become increasingly
belligerent. As I ought to have expected, he finally raised the issue of
the Conspiracy: Was I a conscious agent of the Conspiracy, or merely
one of its dupes? With more patience than I thought I could muster
under the circumstances, I explained to him that I have no connection with the Movement; that my ideology is wholly my own and not
dependent upon anybody's Law of History. Then a new and more
" menacing note. He told me that he knew perfectly well that I was
no conspirator-he went so far as to say that he thought I was an
original thinker-but the "tourists" had raised the question-the "tourists and aviation enthusiasts" wanted to know. They would be reassured, he told m'e, when they had heard what I said. And how was
the dirigible coming along?
THEN THERE IS THE ISSUE of the Dirigible Fund-really my only
weapon. But each time I have tried to take the offensive, the farmer
has proved remarkably adroit in sidestepping my thrust. The fund is
"growing," but he still needs to raise more money. And how about the
dirigible-am I making progress?
THERE ARE ~T LEAST TWO THOUSAND "AVIATION ENTHUSIASTS" milling
around outside the barn. From the looks of things they didn't come
out of inte~st in the dirigible. Has he charged admission to each and
them? Quite plainly they are in an ugly mood. I've got
every one
to give the turner credit, though: he seems to have them well under
control. And ttow it appears that this mob is actually going to encamp
here for the night.

m

.

"
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MET SECRETLY with the fanner for the last time tonight. He admitted
freely that he had embezzled all of the money from the Dirigible
Fund. I can't begin to estimate how much it was. We talked
freely about his plans for the future. He confessed that he had a lively
interest in rare coins, and that consequently he was thinking of going
into the rare coin business in Peru. The Peruvians, apparently, are
avid coin collectors. I wished him well and asked, almost as an <after
thought; if there was any chance of his sa-Ving me from the mob. He
seemed surprised that I had even asked the question, and then told me,
as pleasantly as possible, that there was no possibility; that the uen·
thusiasts" believed I was a uCommunist Poet" in cahoots with his
wife, whose affections I had alienated and whom they had already
executed. Rather unfeelingly, he observed that I was as good as dead.

So I SIT WAITING on t~e floor of the barn in a puddle of silk and
aluminum cross-members. The Uenthusiasts" ~.are attaching a battering
ram to the farmer's tractor-in a few moments it will be over. To die
unnoticed; like Marcus, or to die stupidly for some irrelevant cause is
all the same to me. Am I a prophet or a genius in depravity? Now no
one will ever know for sure. But I understand now that I probably
wanted this martydom all along. To be torn limb from limb by a
ravening mob of revisionists and engineers by my lights is absolutely
the most glorious way to die.
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THE SOUTHWESTERN NOVELS
OF HARVEY FERGUSSON
SINCE 1921, Harvey Fergusson has published, in addition to several
volumes of nonfiction, ten novels. The best of these novels, eight of _
the ten, are set in the Southwest. All are creations of an exceptional
writer, a craftsman and prose stylist of the first rank, and two or three
of them are as strikingly graceful and polished fiction as any that has
appeared in this country in many years. Such books as Grant of Kingdom and The Conquest of Don Pedro are ~ipe, mature works, written
in the wisdom of experience and with fidelity to both art and hunpn
nature. These two novels, says Lawrence Clark Powell, are "the p~n
naele of Southwestern fiction, true to life and love and landscape~"
Fergusson's books are also significant contributions to American literature as a whole, a fact which undoubtedly will be more widely recognized in years to come. But it is nonetheless true, as Powell's comment
suggests, that they are better appreciated in the context of their New
Mexico settings.
Though he has not lived in the region for several decades, Fergusson's roots -are deeply embedded in Southwestern soil, and his fiction,
at least that part of it which will endure, is profoundly embued with
the atmosphere of New Mexico. Born in Albuquerque, Fergusson is
descended from men prominent in the state's commerce and politics
and, it should be noted, is a member of a family of talented writershis sister Erna and brother Francis having published many admirable
books. Fergusson's attitude toward his native region is memorably
expressed in his autobiography, Home in the West. "To me," he
writes, "home is less a town or a house or a society than a region-this
piece of earth. I must begin with this emotion because it is a primary
fact of my experience and seems to have determined the pattern of my
life." Of northern New Mexico, he says: "In a world of flux this timedefying landscape gives me a feeling of peace and reassurance, lends
my life a continuity it would otherwise lack."
Fergusson, then, is a regional writer. His novels, though, are far
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from being quain~ or provinCial, for, in the miraculous way of all lasting literature, their truth and beauty transcend the limits of regional
settings. He has resisted-or, more accurately, has .modified and·
adapted to his own purposes-the two almost overwhelming temptations that confront the Western or Southwestern writer: he is neither
lyrical about the region's scenery nor romantic about its past. With
regard to ~e first, it is clear that Fergusson is captivated by the arid,
picturesque .land of his birth, that he is sensitive to the lure of its
climate and landscape, and that his characters, like himself, feel its
magnetic pull. But, though his powers' of evocation are considerable,
overtly rhapsodic descriptions of landscape are rare in his narratives.
His passion for the land goes deeper than conscious literary ecstasy;
it is implicit in virtually every word he has written, but it is never ob~
trusive and very seldom is it precisely stated. It is, in short, something
felt in the blood rather than comprebended by the intellect.
Fergusson is also interested in the Southwest's undeniably. colorful
history, and he utilizes the region's: past in much of his fiction; but
he has been 'able to employ a dangerous medium without his work
being cheapened by it. RejectIng the improbable and,the superficially
romantic, he deals with historical materials in an ·t.onest and convincing manner. His success as a writer of historical fiction is perhaps
explained by his approach, not only to the past, but to contemporary
matters as well. "The proper business of a novelist," he states in his
introduction to Followers of the Sun, "is to reduce themes of social
significance to terms of individual destiny and so to' give them life."
And his novels, whether they occur in past or present, concentrate on
their characters-living, breathing men and :women· who provide a
human contrast to what is impersonal or merely spectacular. As is true
of most good fiction, sympathetic and believable characters are the
bedrock foundation of Fergusson's novels.
The themes which inform Fergusson's Southwestern books. are
generally familiar ones to the region's literature: the history and develment of the area; the sometimes open, sometimes subtle, conflict between races; an almost ineffable feeling for the land. But even more
pervasive than these is the writer's vision of life, which appears to be
compounded of equal measures of a belief that man must continually
struggle for sex and power and a seemingly paradoxical c.onviction that
he must at the same time submit to his destiny, whether it be good or
ill. "Destiny" is a critical word in Fergusson's vocabulary, and each of
his characters exists within a larger purpose which he ignores at his
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peril. "I have been impressed all my life," says the lawyer James Lane
Morgan in Grant ot Kingdom, "by the fact that no man can escape the
inner drive of his destiny. Whatever kind of power is in him, that he
must use, for better or worse, and even though it consume or destroy
him." To Fergusson, destiny is the interworking of external forces with
the internal compul~ion of an individual's mental and physical makeup,
and it is usually elusive and enigmatic even to those who yield to its
direction. Leo Mendes, the storekeeper in The Conquest of Don
Pedro, ('(believed a man's destiny is a thing he discovers, a mystery that
unfolds, and he pursued his ends always in the spirit of inquiry rather
than heroic detennination." One of the things which makes Leo such
a formidable antagonist in business and in love is his calm, fatalistic
acceptance of what has to be, combined with an unflinching combativeness.
And the competitive spirit is necessary, for, though man must comply with the decrees of fate, he must also, in Fergusson's view, struggle
unceasingly. Along with "destiny," "conquest" and "kingdom" are
perhaps the most significant words, not just in his final two novels,
but in his works as a whole. Most of his characters labor and strive to
conquer, to reach some desired goal; it may be the accumulation of
money, land, and power, or, on a less grandiose plane, the in£iltration
of a small town's feudal society. Whatever it is, it is both a means
of self-proof ~nd, since man's natural impulse is to work toward the
attainment of a difficult objective, an end in itself. The people in
Fergusson's books who seem to have less than his full sympathy are
those footloose wanderers, such as Alec l\1cGarnigal and l\lorgan Riley,
who amble through life with no deeply felt goals, no conscious and
directing purposes. The Uconqueror" and the "drifter" are prototypes
who appear often in Fergusson's novels.
" It is significant that the conquerors are usually those men who find
fulfillment and completion in the right woman. A strong man, such.
as Jean Ballard in Grant ot Kingdom, needs a strong woman, "not
merely as a complement to his flesh, but as an anchor to the earth
and a center to his being. For man alone may be a conqueror but
everything that lasts is built around a woman." Sexual union is one
of the basic human drives, and Fergusson honestly and openly confronts this fact. His description of sexual encounters, however, are
tastefully detached and restrained. They are never designed for erotic
titillation, but are prompted by and are integral to the demands of
character and plot. Occasionally, especially in the sketches of those
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decisive meetings which consummate the workings of destinY1 they
rise to the level of poetry-almost, one feels, to myth. Fergusson1s
world, though, remains an essentially masculine one. Though. the
women in his books are realistically presented, the writer's most successful vantage points are the minds of his male characters.
FERGUSSON'S FIRST NOVEL 1The Blood of the Conquerors (1921), is, by
any standard, an auspicious beginning, and it clearly sets forth those
themes which reappear many times in his later works. The action takes
place around the turn of the century in a small Southwestern city and
is the account of the rising and declining fortunes of Ramon Delcasar.
Ramon is the descendant,. the last of a line, of ricos, proud Spani~h
gentlemen who once controlled a good part of the larid and people
of New Mexico. With the advent of the twentieth century1 the only
member of the ancient house who retains any of the family's once
enormous wealth is Ramon1s Uncle Diego, and Diego is in the final
stages of degeneration. Uncle Diego is one of those lackadaisical types
whom, in their most extreme form 1 Fergusson appears to despise. This
kind of man has no head for business and dissipates himself and his'
wealth in idle ·pleasure-seeking and, what is worse, seems not to care.
Ramon1 for his part, is reduced to toiling in a law office and protecting
himself against an ambiguous social position. The 'crucial event in his
life occurs when he meets and falls in love with Julia Roth, a cultured
.'
Eastern girl whose family disapproves of her seeing him.
This fateful meeting is followed by one of those quests for love and
power which arise so often in Fergusson1s books. Ramon easily wins
Julia, and he sets himself to amassing money and power in the hope
of e~tablishing a basis on which to deal with her family. He shrewdly
encourages an ~nemy of his weakling uncle to murder the old man 1
after which he inherits what is left of the Delcasar property. In an
attempt to gain control of a northern countY1 he cynically undergoes
the painful initiation of the Penitente cult and travels across the ·area
"preaching the race issue. Ramon's ef.forts are to some degree successful, and 1 Fergusson tells us 1 "the hunger for owning land, for
dominating a-part of the earth, became as much a part of him as his
right hand: His elaborate plans, however1are abruptly shattered when
Julia returns East and reluctantly marries within her own race and
class. Ramon eventually realizes that she wil~ never be his 1 whereupon
he begins to squander his money on drink and poker, and toward the
end, his careless words echo with startling exactitude the indifference
H

r
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of his dissolute uncle. When last we see him, he has retired with his
common-law wife to a small farm, where he is living a life of idleness
and sloth. Playing the Anglo game, it seems, was as disastrous for
Ramon as it had been for his immediate. ancestors.·
The Blood of the Conquerors is written in Fergusson's limpid, flowing style, always one of the most attractive aspects of his books. This
novel is well-plotted and flawlessly executed. In addition it is a suggestive (though, perhaps, not very penetrating) study of some of the problems that have tormented the Southwest for more than a century, and
no doubt will continue to do so in the future-the clash of cultures, for
example; and the persistence of racial prejudice. In a way, the most
striking effect of the novel, and of much of Fergusson's later fiction, is
the ironic use it makes of the contradictory nature of the Southwest,
of the fact that the region is both old and new and that, in one sense,
it has been civilized for hundreds of years. Judged by the commercial
values of the Anglo, its development is recent and as yet incomplete.
The Blood of the Conquerors is an honest book and a highly readable
one, but it is not on the highest level of its author's fiction.
In 1923 and 1924, Fergusson published two run-of-the-mill novels,
Capitol Hill and Women and Wives, both of which are set in Washington, D.C., but with his fourth novel, Hot Saturday (1926), he returned to a Southwestern setting. These three novels are his poorest
and are hardly in9icative, except for their graceful style, of the works
that followed them. The scene of Hot Saturday is a Southwestern
town. The book1 title refers to the fact that the action occurs during
a sweltering weeJ<end; also, it is no doubt meant as a mildly salacious
double entendre.' In any case, the novel focuses on Ruth Bruck and
her stratagem t6 escape, by seducing and marrying a wealthy Easterner,
the restraints of small-town ~life. The complications of the plot are
effected through a double cross by men whom, in the past, Ruth
has apparently teased, and through a trick ending. The book has
numerous faults, but, most important perhaps, it fails because it
abandons the male consciousness which Fergusson, in his best novels,
explores so convincingly. In subsequent novels, he fortunately made no
attempt to further the unsuccessful experiment of Hot Saturday. •
An ex~iting improvement on Hot Saturday is Walt Song (1927),
a novel which comes very close to matching the brilliance of Grant of
Kingdom and The Conquest of Don Pedro. It has earned the high
praise of J. Frank Dobie who rated it "above Guthrie's The Big Sky, as
a novel of the mountain men. It is easily among the best half dozen
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novels on the West, in my estimation." Composed in the "swift and
rhythmical style" {as the author describes it) characteristic of Fergusson's early fiction, WoIt Song in passages, notably in the first chapter,
ascends to the plane of narrative poetry. It is the story of mountain
man Sam Lash and his love for the beautiful and aristocratic Lola
Salazar. Not knowing how to break through the inflexible rico .society
of Taos, Sam elopes with Lola, marries her and leaves her at Bent's
Fort while he rejoins his companions in the mountaim",The final
chapters of the book relate Sam's fight to the death wit~a cunning
Cheyenne warrior named Black Wolf. VictoLious but badly wounded,
Sam returns to Bent's Fort only to discover that Lola's father has
found her and taken her back to Taqs. With the aid of a friendly
priest, though, he is ultimately accepted into the Salazar' clan. The
priest suggests as a dowry a vast, unsettled grant of land to the northa recommendation the outcome of which we are not told, but which
seems clearly to foreshadow a similar situation in Grant of Kingdom,
written some two decades later.
In Sam Lash, Lola Salazar, and Black Wolf-representing the Anglo,
the Spanish American, and the Indian-Fergusson dramatizes the traditional triangle of Southwestern racial strife. He ·describes the social
background and limitations of eacn, but it is this point that a lapse in
taste (by present-day standards, at least) gives rise to one of the few
defects in his novels. He seems, in his portrayal of Spanish Americans,
to accept a somewhat objectionable stereotype. In W oIt Song, Spanish
women almost automatically favor Anglo lovers over men of their own
kind. "How Mexican women," Fergusson explains, "loved hard-riding,
Indian-killing gringos, full of lust and money!" And later we are assured that, in dancing, they "would rather have gringos step on their
toes than be whirled skillfully by their own men." In a later novel,
The Life of Riley, Morgan Riley's ogling of voluptuous native women
and his wish "that he could become a Mexican, at least for a whilethat he could change his skin and his language and go among Mexican
girls-he knew they were different," is· reminiscent of a similar folklore in the South concerning the Negro. This, ot-course, does not
necessarily represent the author's thinking, but it is perhaps significant
that none of Riley's escapades serves to contradict his original attitude.
Fergusson, moreover, though he has a detailed knowledge of the
history and social structure of the aristocracy, does not posse~s the
deep sympathy for the less-exalted Spanish American that other Southwestern writers have displayed. Nor, interestingly. enough, does he
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seem to be particularly concerned with Spanish men; there are many
beautiful and intelligent Spanish women in his novels but only one
believably drawn native male: Ramon Delcasar. Obviously Fergusson prefers to deal in the main with hairy-chested Anglos, with whose
behavior and motives he is more thoroughly familiar. His inclination
. in this area is probably well-advised since his depiction in Wolf Song
of the arrogant, robust mountain men is both masterful and
true-to"'I
life, far more so than any of his portrayals of Spanish Americans.
In Those Days (1929) -which, together with The Blood of the Conquerors and Wolf Song~ was collected in Followers of the Sun (1936),
a volume subtitled "A Trilogy of the Santa Fe Trail"-is the personal
history of Robert Jayson, whose life parallels the development, from
freight wagons to railroads to automobiles, of a Southwestern town.
Jayson, like many young men in the nineteenth century, goes West,
following the sun, because "West was the way out of everything. West
was the home of hope." He arrives in New Mexico a naive and untested youth convinced that lif~ is "a thing of toil and blood and he
had never before tasted either." Here again we see Fergusson drawn
by the spectacle of a man's struggle for power and position. Jayson
begins by working as a clerk in a general store, makes his first real
money trading with the Apaches, gains and loses much (induding his
first wife) freighting on the Santa Fe Trail, and reaches the high point
of his career as an entrepreneur in silver and lumber. "When ev~ry
thing comes easy," his friepd Tom Foote tells him, "you jest rot,"
but there had never peen any danger that Robert Jayson would vegetate from inactivity: "He gutted mountains and stripped them. He
raped the earth. He lived in a rush of power visibly conquering rock
and tree, making wheels turn and men sweat. And his power grew on
its own conquest. More money, more things to do." Though in his
old age he loses most of his business enterprises, Jayson always remembers the glorious excitement of his youth.
In Those Days is first-rate historical fiction. It holds the reader's interest because, like all of Fergusson's novels which are set in the past,
it emphasizes, not history, but those elements of human nature which
are the same in any era. This is not to say Fergusson is careless with
historical fact; just the reverse is true. Each of his historical novels
is grounded in an impressive layer of detail, the accuracy of which can
only be the result of solid research and, in some cases, of firsthand
knowledge. In Those Days, for example, is based in part on the real-
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life exploits of Fergusson's grandfather, who was one of the, early
traders on the S,anta Fe Trail. It contains, in addition, much historical'
material which is deftly worked into the usual business of the nb¥~l:'
In much the same way, Fergusson has enhanced other of his narrati~es
,_
through the imaginative use of incidents in Southwestern history-the -..-~~ 'stories of the Maxwell Land Grant in Grant of Kingdom and the EI
Paso Salt War in The Conquest of Don Pedro are instances. His books
are serious novels, not merely historical romances. Nevertheless,Hhe
i1luminating~ glimpses into the past which they provide are without
questi.on .one of their delights.
During the Nineteen Thirties Fergusson wrot~ two novels, F~ot
loose McGarnigal (1930), and The Life of Ril~y (1937), both of which
are among the writer's lesser-known works. These novels are similar in
that the central character of each, is an unambitious, happy-go-Iucky~
type, almost a laboratory specimen of the Fergusson antihero~ Further:
the structure of both tales is episodic, and both fall, broadly speaking,
into the genre of the picaresque n'ovel. Otherwis,e they are undistin- "
guished but interesting reading. The main character of Footloose
McGarnigal is Alec McGarnigal, a dis~atisfied employee in: a New York
engineering firm who is troubled each spring by a hunger for "motion:
and change." Finally one year, an uncle who owns a ranch in ~exas
dies and leaves Alec a few hundred dollars. He immediately strikes
out West, and the greater part of the novel is concerned with his
adventures in New Mexico-as a member of a surveying crew, among
a colony of artists, and as a ranger in the Forest Service. Alec enjoys
himself, but in the end faces the possibility that "perhaps he was going
to pot," that his lazy days as a forest ranger have had' a degenerating
effect. As the narrative closes, he repents his\ decision to become a
vagabond ~nd prepares to go back to New York, to "the monster he
had fled." He is returning, we suppose, to confront his destiny in the
city which he at long last' recognizes as his true. wilderness, "his frontier
of the spirit."
..-"
Fergusson himself, as he reveals in his autobiography, 'was strongly
attracted to a life similar to Alec's interlude in New Mexico. Perhaps
the following passage from Home in the West clarifies his attitude
toward Alec and toward Morgan Riley in his next novel. Often, he
says, he went to the mountains to escape the crowds and noise of
urban living,. but he never stayed for long. "I always felt clearly· that
my retreat was nothing better than a return to the past arid to c;hild-

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1965

51

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 35 [1965], Iss. 4, Art. 1

338

WILLIAM T. PILKINGTON

hood, that my real business wps elsewhere and especially in cities.
. . . So I always went back to my perspiring struggle, whether in
Washington, New York, or Hollywood."
In The Life of Riley, the title character is Morgan Riley, a likable
but irresolute Irishman who becomes an expert in the seduction of
women. Returning from service in the First World War to his home
town in New Mexico, he inherits a poolroom and cigar store from
his father, has an opportunity but refuses to acquire a foothold in the
city's business community, and devotes himself mainly to a series of
sexual adventures. Engaged in such pleasant pastimes, Riley watches
the years float by until, in middle age, the depression robs him of his
small enterprise. Shocked, he reviews the past and is appalled by the
memory of his purposeless life; but, unlike Alec McGarnigal, Riley
is apparently too old to turn from his haphazard existence. He must,
instead, recognize the facts and reconcile himself to them. UHe had
confronted himself and his life," Fergusson writes, "and had seen both
for what they were. He was a failure and for reasons beyond his
knowing. He accepted the fact, a little sadly, but without bitterness."
If Fergusson seems more sympathetic with Riley than with the other
drifters in his novels, it is perhaps because the misery of the Great
Depression (toward the end of which The, Life of Riley was published) made the pursuit of money and power appear rather futile,
if not ridiculous.
THE ARC OF FERGUSSON'S COURSE as a novelist has been somewhat
unusual in that it has,reached its zenith near its conclusion. His fiction,
examined chronologically, d~splays' a steady, definite progression, and
-with a few exceptions, to be sure-each of his books has been better
than the one preceding it. His career seems to divide into two loosely
defined periods: the first and most prolific terminated by The Life
of Riley; the second encompasses his autobiography and last two
novels. Read in the light of his final novels, most of the works of the
early period seem products of an apprenticeship, vehicles which provided their creator with the occasion to learn and develop his skills
and prepare himself for the brilliant climax of the Nineteen Fifties.
In the Nineteen Forties he wrote no fiction, though he published his
superb autobiography, Home in the West, in 1945. But with the first
year of the new decade and the composition of Grant of Kingdom
(1950), the full potential of Fergusson's talent was first realized. In
lean, supple prose, this majestic novel employs as its unifying agent the
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history of an immense Spanish land grant in northern New Mexico
and of the men who struggled to control it. Specifically, it centers, as
Fergusson says in the foreword, on four men, "each of whom achieved
his moment of power in that dominion." In his foreword, Fergusson
explicitly states the conscious pattern of the novel, a pattern which is
present in some form in virtually all of his fiction: "Here, it seemed to
me, was a struggle for power in a small but complete society, isolated
by distance and wilderness, which had much in common with the
greater power struggles that periodically shake the world."
The first man to attempt to subdue this awesome tract of wild€rness is Jean Ballard, who, like Sam Lash in Wolt Song, gambles on his
ability to breach the medieval family structure of the Taos aristocracy
-and he wins. He marries Consuelo Coronel and receives title to a
land grant which a Spanish king had awarded the Coronels' ancestors.
With half a dozen laborers and an uny,ielding determination, Ballard
and his wife fight the elements, predatory animals, and marauding
Indians to carve their empire out of the wilderness, and in time they
become absolute rulers of "a minor kingdom." The invasion of railroads and money, however, worlced an irrevocable change on that part
of the West: "they destroyed one kind of man and created another."
They bring'to northern New Mexico such men as the lawyer James
Lane Morgan, and the money- and power-hungry Major Blore, who
wrests control of the. grant from an aged and diseased Ballard. The
second half of Grant of Kingdom is. given over to an account of the
coming of "civilization" to what had still been, even in Jean Ballard's
heyday, an unspoiled wilderness. Blore, who is the front man for a
Denver syndicate, partitions the grant into small ranches, establishes
a town, and imports a celebrated lawman to maintain order. Blore
represents, with chilling effectiveness, those faceless, grasping exploiters who swarmed over the mountain West in the late nineteenth
century. His almost psychopathic drive for power springs from hischildhood status as a poor white in the class-conscious South, and he
discovers in the newly opened West a go-for-broke society in which
he may freely indulge his savage' ambitions.
The character who dominates the book, who impresses himself
most deeply on the reader's memory, is neither Ballard~n~r Morgan
nor Major Blore, but the strange backwoods prophet, Daniel Laird,
who for many years works for Ballard as a carpenter. When Blore
takes over, Laird opposes as best he can the shenanigans of the new
owners, and for his efforts is branded a troublemaker. In a desperate\
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attempt to escape the corruptions of the world of man, he flees to the
" mountains, where, in a snowstorm, he recovers his will to live. From
Fergusson's descriptions, we pereceive that Laird is a man of great
inner strength who has never achieved fulfillment because he has never
surrendered to (no doubt because he has never fully understood) his
destiny. Mter his struggles in the valley and in the mountains, he
marries and becomes a successful rancher and political figure in Colorado. Laird, though his relation to the land grant is somewhat peripheral, is one of Fergusson's most completely realized characters,and the beautifully told story of his misgivings about himself and his
fellowman and of his spiritual and physical renewal is in itself an
affirmation of life. The revitalized Laird is subtly contrasted with the
condition of the land, which, during the course of the novel, ages
even as do the human characters. The narrative concludes with an
epilogue by James Lane Morgan. At the beginning of a new century,
he revisits the locale where as a young man he acquired health and
experie1ce, only to find it almost deserted, the town having withered
and died when the railroad passed it by. Morgan's nostalgic account is
a fitting recessional, a reminder that regions, like men, have their
life cycles: after a half-century as the scene of furious conflict and
exploitation, the land seemed to have taken on the aspect of a tired
old man, had aged and wished only to be left alone.
For all its magnificence and panoramic grandeur, Grant of Kingdom is not Fergusson's masterpiece. One can hardly say it has a weakness, though perhaps its episodic framework, while certainly better
handled and more coherent than the similar structures of Footloose
McGarnigal and The Life of Riley, is at least a partial flaw. The narrative derives its unity from the grant itself, but the novel's numerous
characters and their various life histories sometimes produce a slightly
disjoirited effect. In"any event, the final, perfe,ct fruition of Fergusson's genius was reserved for the writing of his last novel to date,
The Conquest of Don Pedro (1954), a book whose qualities of excellence are at times breathtaking. The hero of The Conquest is Leo
Mendes, a gentle, reflective Jewish peddler who comes West with
tuberculosis, is cured, and in the process learns to love the mountains
and deserts of the Southwest. His "conquest" is the establishment of a
store in the village of Don Pedro, a small native town a few miles
north of EI Paso. The title is not merely ironic, although there is
probably a touch of irony in it-in a sense, Leo's accomplishment is
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indeed a conquest. He is not ostentatiously heroic, in the manner of
Sam Lash or Jean Ballard. His virtues are patience and a quiet deter.mination, by means of which he penetrates, more completely than he r
ever could have by physical bluster, the rigid feudal society of Don
Pedro. His business prospers, 'he has an affair with the wife of\the
local rico, Don Augustin Vierra, and eventually he marries Vierra's
adopted daughter, Magdalena.
His trading empire, however, crumbles with the intrusion of a Texan
broncobuster named Coppinger, who befriends Leo, but falls in love
with Magdalena and Magdalena with him. Rather than resort to violence in an effort to retain a wife who no longer loves him, Leo abandons the town, the scene of his impressive victory, and rides alone into
the desert night. "After the agony of human contact, the ordeal of
love and friendship-, the prickly tangle of pain and confusion in which
he had lived for weeks, this unpeopled quiet seemed a welcome refuge,
and so did the weariness that promised oblivion." With this expression
ot spiritual exhaustion, the story of Leo Mendes ends-but does it?
Daniel Laird in Grant of Kingdom utters a similar wish to retreat
from the teeming world of man's making; but such, Fergusson implies, can never be the virile man's \,fafe. Renewed and refreshed,
Laird returns from the mountains to make a name for himself. Other
of Fergusson's characters dream of "retiring to sOme beautiful wilderness where desire might peacefully subside and money seem unimportant." But, except for the chronic idlers, they understand that these
longings will never be realized, that they are fantasies not to 'be
seriously entertained. Certainly we cannot believe that Leo, in his own
way as vital and vibrant as any of the writer's previous heroes, will be
satisfied for very long apart from the competitive struggle which, in
Fergusson's scheme of things, is such a necessary ingredient of the
experience of living.
In The Conquest of Don Pedro, all of the scattered attributes of
Fergusson's fiction-sense of place, a tightly focused plot, faultless conception and execution, a style as clear and sparkling as a mountain
trout stream-seem to converge in heightened form, and the result.
is a novel which, in technique at least, approaches perfection. Fergusson has always diligently taken pains with style and technique, and his
labors have paid many dividends-but none greater than The Conquest
of Don Pedro. In addition, his final novel displays his wisdom and his
understanding of the complex nature. of man. Surely, Leo Mendes' is
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among the handful of Fergusson's most attractive and believable
characters, an individual drawn from a thoughtful man's rich store of
experience.
Reading Fergusson's works as a whole and particularly Grant of
Kingdom and The Conquest of Don Pedro, one can only be astonished
at the lack of critical response these fine books have elicited. Defining
"success" is, at. best, a perilous undertaking, and there is'little point
in speculating about whether or not Fergusson's writing career has
been "successfuL" He has been praised by,a few highly regarded critics,
and some of his books have sold fairly well. On the other hand, it seems
. clear that, for one reason or another, his works have not received the
consideration they merit. No doubt an important factor in their relative obscurity is that Fergusson has been dismissed in some quarters
as a mere regionalist. Perhaps another is that his fiction is in no way
experimental or sensational, and therefore attracts none of the irrelevant attention that is showered on the works of more publicityconscious writers. His novels are simply good books-two or three of
them, I should say, will stand comparison with any prominent modern
American novel one chooses to mention. The reasons for the high level
of Fergusson's fiction are several. He is a craftsman and prose stylist
of extraordinary ability. Furthermore, he has succeeded, in an area
where others have overreached themselves, in capturing the intdlectual
and emotional vitality of those brave men, past and present/t;flo have
contributed their lives and talents to the Southwest and in understanding the desires of their hearts as well as the fact of their courage. In his
best novels, this conjunction of technical skill with a generous 'insight
into the mysteries of human behavior has fashioned a body of truly
distinguished fiction.

~ WILLIAM

T. PILKINGTON, a native Southwesterner, is an instructor in
English at Southwest Texas State College, San Marcos. He is the author
of critical articles which have appeared in Studies in Short Fiction and in
Texas Studies in Literature and Language.
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The Blood at the Conquerors, a novel. New York: A. A. Knopf, Hl21.
Capitol HilI: A Novel of Washington Life. New York: A. A. Knopf, 1923.
Women and Wives, a novel. New York: A. A. Knopf, 1924.
Hot Saturday, a novel. New
rk: A. A. Knopf, '1926.
WoIt Song, 'a novel. Newark: A. A. Kpopf, 1927.
In Those Days, a novel. ew Yark: A. J\. Knopf, 1929.
Footloose McGarnigal, a novel. New York: A. A. Knopf, 1930.' .
Rio Grande, nonfiction. New York: A. A. Knopf, 1933.
Modern Man: His Belief and Behavior, nonfiction. New York: A. A. Knopf,
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.
FoIIowers of the, Sun: A Trilogy of the Santa Fe Trail, includes WoIt Song,
In Those Days, and The Blood of the Conquerors.' New York: A. A.
Knopf"1936.
The Life of ~ley, a novel. New Xork: A. A. Knopf, 1937.
Home in the' West: An Inquiry into My Origins, nonfiction. Newl York:
Duell, Sloan and Pearce, HH+
People and Power: A Study of Political Behavior. in America, nonfiction.
New York: Morrow,- 1947.
Graht of Kingdom, a novel. New York: Morrow, 1950.
The Conquest of Don Pedro, a novel. New York: Morrow, 1951.
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there is something slightly ridiculous about a woman
five feet seven inches and weighing two hundred and fifty pounds going
to an underprivileged country to teach them how to boil water. I
could only be regarded as a whimsical insult on the part of the u.s.
Government, adding ignorance to gluttony. In. short, I was ashamed,
you understand, to arrive in the Philippines or Tanganyika or Ghana
or Peru, or wherever they would finally decide to send me, looking like
a solid herd of Texas cattle. There was only one thing to do: this too
solid flesh had to go, then I could go. So I wrote to the Peace Corps
asking for a six-month postponement in order to finish my studies, and
I procured a military-looking calorie counter-and began studying.
Apparently it was a matter of simple arithmetic: I had merely to
subtract over two thousand (calories) from considerably over three
thousand (calories), leaving somewhat fewer than nine hundred per
day, and by some process of painless attrition, like the sea wearing
away a continent, I would be reduced to a small but habitable island.
It sounded sinister to me, impossible~more like the Norman invasion
than simple erosion of laminated deposits-but luckily in our Capitol
City-famous for its weight-reducing Lyndon Baines Johnson, who is
said to have lost ninety pounds on cottage cheese alone-luckily, we
have a Club.
This Club is designed especially for people like me-not saturnine
sandwich-stuffers, but those for whom eating is a social delight; for
those who partake of their gastronomical pleasures like pros at the local
bar-not in solitude, but in high convivial tpgetherness, for those who,
ia
overcome by the joy of living and the blessed bounty and co
of abundance, eat for the pleasure of mutual sharing: surrender, i
fact, to the lure and fa,Scination of other people-their recipes, t eir
exoticism, their brimming well-being and outgoingness. I am not one
of those who can turn down a smiling host who stands uxoriously
beaming over his tower of pink cakes, or who can turn on some swelling hostess,--who self-confessedly has spent all afternoon in the kitchen
r
FOR ONE THING
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concocting her delinquent delicacies-with a chilling, sterile: "No,
thank you-I'm dieting." I just haven·'t the he'art. It's painful to me
to see that ardent look of conspiracy and desire tum to cold rejection,
, a contemptuous up-and-down sweep of purple-daubed eyelids, painful to hear her soft but devastatingly suggestive: "Oh, but of course!'I'
Such words are daggers in-my flesh. Indeed it might be said synoptiCally
that my one true fault is a love of. others. . . .
The Club, therefore, called the Meltaway" (the insidious resonance
of wh~se name was sufficient to make me long for a well-known candy
bar), seemed to be meant for me. I would be thin; I would immolate
ninety golden pounds on the altar of humanitarianism-endanger my
health, if necessary; then I would go to Lima, to the slums. I would
teach the ill-fed, ill-clothed and' ill-literate children' how to spot a
typhus germ under a microscope and how to read Robert Frost, my
favorite poet. They would adore me, and they would say, "But Miss
O'Toole, why are you so ski~ny?" and I would say, "I know you won't
believe this, but I used to weigh two hundred and fifty pounds!" And
as if in one chorus my little shabby classroom of angels would cry
out in astonishment: "NOooool" Of course my whole dream was
freely translated from the Spanish, which I hadn't learned yet; but'
that could wait: the first and most obvious task in" my humanitarian
role. was 'to lose ninety pounds.
'
Ninety poundsl Think of it, dear reader. I have a kid sister who
weighed only ninety pounds when she got married. The heroic task
was tantamount to losing my kid sister.
I also had my eye on an oddball psychology professor at the University-just divorced. Pietr Lieuwen, was formerly from that heroically
underfed, underprivileged little country of W orId War II: Holland. He was a little old ·for me, perhaps, since I had just put in my
first national vote for the Great Weight-loser, LBJ, but then I was a
big girl, and mature. .
Under the double goal of love and duty I wrote home to Daddy.
I explained that although the college· year was indeed oYer (it was
June) and I had indeed graduated, nevertheless I wa~ in need of a
little money to tide me over till the Peace Corps took me off his hands.
I reminded him (inter parentheses) that I had finally passed algebra
(knowing that would be worth an extra fifty) and enclosed a SweetYoung-~ing poem about how a girl feels when she has left the university and is on the Threshold-of-Life· (hoping that would be worth a
little something). So altogether, using my feminine wiles plus a lot
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of real love, I got a simply fabulous check from Daddy by return mail.
Though I was weak in math, you see, I was deep in cunning.
My first stop was the Marie Antoinette Shop for a leotard suit, size
X. They didn't make them that large, so I invested coquettishly in a
charming p~f black velvet pants with long red Oriental jacket to
match, a dream of a buy at $29.5°. These made my regulation white
sneakers look schizophrenic, so I added a pair of Chinese sandals reduced to $9.00. I must admit I looked stunning. It made me almost
rueful to think that in a just a few months (six at the most) I would
have to give that outfit away to some fat slob. Then I drove out Lamar
Boulevard for my introductory visit to The Meltaway.
I was greeted at the door by Rock Sorenson, the manager. I remembered having shared a biology lab course with him a year ago and now
here he was managing this place that looked like the Palace of Versailles, and which he promptly told me had cost half a million dollars.
"En ccus bien comptes?" I retorted jealously, deriving desperate
ego-satisfaction from my Fine Arts and Humanities background. (Anybody can get a degree in Business Administration, I thought, and then
inherit half a million dollars worth of Credit Rating.)
As if to clear the air of intellectual petard, Rock ushered me into
the office with herculean graciousness. Each time he breathed I could
see his diaphragm; he was big and healthy all right, but standing beside me he looked like just a chubby adolescent.. The first thing my
business-minded friend did was to explain the contract, which was two
hundred dollars for two years. I protested at once it was absolutely
necessary for me to be down to a hundred and sixty pounds in less
than six months.
"Heart condition?" he asked with the troubled look of a man about
to lose a sale.
"Not exactly," I hedged, thinking of Pietr Lieuwen. "Peace Corps
training."
"Oh. I didn't know they cared."
"Well, they d<m't. I do. All those little starving kids-they make
you feel like a giant-t-I mean, but really, like a-hog." There. I'd said
it. I swelled with pride at the poignantly self-lacerating word.
But Rock looked away like a stern priest: he didn't want verbal
penance, self-flagellatio!1 and rejected Sin; he wanted willpower.
"Exercise alone won't perform miracles." I shook to the foundation
with volcanic rage at the insult. "You'll have to diet too-and stick
to it-do the nine hundred calorie bit."
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I managed to gnash my teeth with a smile, though I had a feline
urge springing right out; of my repressed id to sink fang an~ claw in the
fat brute's fingers as he wrote'down my name and a fewHacts of my
life: Minerva O'Toole, aged twenty-one, unmarried. No operations,
heart trouble, ulcers, miscarriages, hemmorhoids or flat fee~. Not anemic (well, certainly not). Eating habits? I glared at him in silence;
he marked down a big X, with a question mark after it.
"Now, let's measure you," he said with a cast-iron smile which Nelson must have worn before Trafalgar. Had I been the heroine of ,a
nineteenth-century novel, I would surely have fainted as I saw him
villainously spool out the yards of x:llow tape. . . .
'
Fifteen minutes later, when Rock-16oking as glum as Ahab entwining Moby Dick-had rolled up the tape, fifteen minutes later I
was undressing in the locker room. After the horrors of the "measuringin," I just wanted to hide myself away from a~l the dolphin-like beauties weighing in at a mere one ,fifty who were gliding around the locker
'room. 'When after prolonged and blushing delay, I finally appear~d
in my black velvet pants and crimson jacket, a willowy little child-'
woman, resilient as a serpent approached me: she was as~tiny as my
kid sister,a thorn in my flesh indeed. She glanced almost wi!h boredoin at my hulk, and with ,light, leafy hand directed me to the exerCIse room.
I looked apprehensively at this twentie'th-century room complete
with thumbscrew and boot, which reminded me of scenes from the
Spanish Inquisition. Everywhere to my jaundiced view,appeared what
seemed to be glea~ing guillotines and snapping leather belts and
heaving omnibuses of wheels and straps: weights like barrels for
slenderizing ankles, and a steel contraption ~uilt like a falling axe,
which was designed for the abdomen: beneath it one relentlessly deposited one's whole torso and pushed forty pou'nds of steel weight upward with the sales of one's feet. . . . There were straps and stirrups,
slanting boards, flat bo~rds, curved boards, and rolling boards; rollers
to crush the fat away and rollers merely to bestride like a dude on a
maverick until every earthly thought of sin had been flagellated away.
There was even a board in the form Of a crucifix. . . . But my gaze
faltered, and I followed the mistlike tread of my companion to the
bar-bells: row upon row of gleaming stainless steel weights neatly
arrayed according to size and power, like dental fnstruments. .
The child-woman glanced at my titanic arms, and handed me a pair
of five-pound weights: "Here, we'll start with these. They're for de-
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veloping"-she repressed an annihilating glance-"for molding the
bosom."
We did ten fan-spreads each: it didn't seem to have "molded" her
bosom much, I gloated in exhaustion, estimating her at a runty thirtyfour. The little lady then "invited" me to try each one of the torture
machines in back-breaking succession. I, who had not walked farther
than from the parking meter to some institution of learning ever since
I got my first car in junior high, I, on this and succe~sive occasions
walked a mile uphill, while standing in one place and hanging on to
the steering bar for dear life. Miss 110rrow (was it Marrow?-indeed
she looked like all bone and .no flesh) omitted nothing-vibrators,
heavers, pullers and pushers; I ran the gauntlet. Finally we came to
the electrical chin strap, an Japparatus which I could plainly see was
crushing some poor harridan's wattles like a train wreck: her eyes
bulged O\lt, her flesh hung loose; her teeth rasped, molar' for molar.
I rebelled: I am only twenty-one years old, I thought, and my chin is as
firm as a baby Gouda.
Miss Morrow looked at me contemplatively (at least I think it was
contemplatively) -at my rosy cheeks, now moist as those of Diana
the Virgin in her flight, at my milk-blue eyes, filled with human kindness; and she tightened the strap.
"Try it anyway," she snapped.
Like a hero in a saga of the Far West I placed my head in the noose
and prayed for rescu~; the strap began at once to jiggle loose the temporary filling in my left molar. I reared from the hangman's structure,
protesting: "I'm going into the Peace Corps, not a beauty contest."
She immediately told me about a former member of the Club, who
had left for the Peace Corps, had gone to Panama, had contracted
amoebic dysentery, and had lost forty pounds.
I lis,tened glumly. "Well, that's not-" I began, but she was already
ushering me toward the smoking Sauna Room. Here, with a hasty
applogy she suddenly abandoned me: she had spotted a freckled'
leviathan cooling her flanks in the swimming pool without a capfhe unpardonable sin.
I decided to explore the Mysteries of the Bath without her guided
tour. I removed my sopping exercise clothes (there's a pound! I
thought) and wrapped around me stern and aft a pair of beach towels
which hal! been carefully sewn together. First of all, a soaping-down,
so that the tried and harrowed flesh would be clean: I smelled their
soap;;it had enough naphthalene in it to kill fleas and dog, both. Then
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with the heightened consciousn~ss of one taking; unknown -risks I approached the swirling (read b-o-i-I-i-n-g) Japanese Mineral Bath. I
paused daintily on tiptoe, like my namesake sprung from the head of
Zeus. . . . Before me lay a sunken bath, within which, as I stepped .
timidly downward, the heat ominously increased at every inch of sub·
mergence, until at last, neck and craw, I found myself squatting at the
bottom of the boiling mass-a buried volcano with lava thundering
round my sides. After, counting valorously. to 180, skipping, a few
dozen, I emerged-scalded, glowing, ready for the pool. Here,; in the
green stillness ~ had my first opportunity to look around. At one' end
of the pool stood a Venus, draped in sinlessness; at the other stood
the fair Apollo: at a clistance of thirty feet one could be certain that as
the.poet said, theirs was a "happy, happy love! For ever warm and still
to be enjoy'd." For me there was something, deliberate about this
separation of sexes that worried-me. The bath's a fine and private place/
But none I think, do there embrace (Andrew Marvell, English' 314,
Professor- Stirrup). I then and there, in the hallowed confines of the
s~mming pool, solemnly vowed that when I had lost the first ten
pounds, I would corner Pietr Lieuwen with "a couple of gift tickets
my Daddy sent me" and we'd go to a rodeo.
When I left the pool, I inquir~d of the Negro girl, Lucy, who
worked in the Baths, which I should try first-the dry heat of the
Sauna Roorn or the wet heat of the Steam Room. The sweat pouling
off her face and staggering under the weight of the hydra-headed mop
which she carried everywhere, Lucy led me to the STEAM bafh. Even
as we walked Lucy wielded her cotton-headed hand-wrung mop; indeed I was never to see her relinquish it: it waS like an alter ego.
Doomed as Sisyphus, she mopped perpetually the flooding surplus of
our hydrotherapies.
Standing near the Steam Room, we chatted briefly. I learned that
she worked a twelve-hour
. day on "women's days,"-a forty-hour week "\
for $160 per month; that out of this she was paying $71 per month"::.
for rent at the Meadowbrook Lowcost Housing Project for four rcfoms"'"
for herself, her three children-one set of female twins aged two; and
an eight-month baby boy-and her husband; that they did not hav_e a .
car, so she paid somebody $10 per month for transportatiq"n to work;
that her husband had at last f~und a job paying about $200 a month
after a year and a half of unemployment; that on her alternate days
(men's days at The Meltaway) she cooked, washed clothes,~roned,
cleaned house, took the children to the doctor and visited her mother
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by bus, with all three children, in East Texas. . . . That she had
chronic back trouble from wearing flat pigskin shoes whi;h she bought
across the street at Shopper's Delight for $1.98. She said all three
kids had just had the measles and that it seemed to have left Baby
with an eye infection;--at any rate, she said, his lids remained gummed
together and he could not open them. Altogether, she hastened to add,
her job was not so bad, because she worked only half days at The
Meltaway on Sundays, since on that day the hours were religiously
divided between the sexes.
If you ask me how I learned all this in about ten minutes, during
which time I slowly trailed after Lucy as she swung her mop in
eloquent testimony to her Right-to-Work-I can only explain, modestly, that on my Peace Corps Volunteer Questionnaire, page 8, Item C:
"Furnish detailed information of other special skills" I felt obliged
to state: "Have a great gift of gab." Personally I think that's why they
accepted me: a mediocre English major with a minor in education
and with absolutely no previous experience (either with men or
teaching) .
"My name is Minerva-Minny O'Toole," I said, and idiotically
tried to make her remember my telephone number, which is such a
difficult one I can't remember it myself, even now. The9'I promised
to find a reliable eye specialist for Baby in the morning.
Evidently our little talk had not bolstered Lucy's morale (fine Peace
Corps worker you are! I reproached myself), for when she left she
was dragging her mop dispiritedly behind her instead of pushing at
the ever-present slush with Rock-recommended zeal. I followed her
with my gaze a moment as she drifted away into the stream of women.
Suddenly, to my surprise I glimpsed Miss lVlorrow, clasping Lucy
around the shoulder as she introduced her to a new customer. "And
Miz Hunt, this is Lucy. Lucy, this is Miz Claire-bow Hunt. Now,
Miz Hunt, Lucy will sure be glad to help you with anything-" Miss
Morrow was interrupted by a zealous patron in spiritous falsetto
breath who reared up to Lucy, displaying her leathery, unzippered
backside: "Zip me up, honey, will ya?" she begged, adding to Miss
Hunt with radiant complicity, as if she were offering praise to specially
designated talents such as tap dancing, church singing and watermelon
eating, "Lucy sure is the best zipper-upper. She's the best zipper-upper
and zipper-downer I ever had!" And she laughed with dainty delight
at her own bodily charms, striking her puckered breasts for emphasis.
This little scene somehow depressed me; I had a morbid suspicion
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something ~.as going wrong with my whole- Plan, but I had no time
'lor meditations on Caste and Class. I determined, instead, to bull~'aze my way through th~ night's bathing ritual and see what would
result. I forthwith heaved my terrycloth canopy around my shoulders
and padded with barefoot, silent tread into the STEAM ROOM: TIME
LIMIT THREE MINUTES.

There I sat, a remor~eful Buddha in meditation, periodically swathed'
in eels of mist as they rose, diabolic Miltonic serpents, from the center of the floor. ... Every thirty seconds the floor, the very benches
would seem to hiss violently, and coils of steam WQuld emanate, permea'ting the atmosphere with reptili,an whorls of opaqueness, gradually condensing and· drenching again our sodden, sorrowing flesh.
And as the fuliginous air boiled upwards out of the "inspissated dark,"
groans of lamentation ro~e-self-flagellating, eternal Dantean outcries
against the sinning flesh.'
'
"Oh, oh, oh," groaned a voice which seemed to issue from the depths
of her dissolving bones. ((It's too hot; it's justtoo hot. I can't stand-it."
HGood for me," whispered her companion. ((Do me good. Had too
damned much birthday yesterday. Gotta 'sweat it outta me." The
speaker's faint'voice s,eemed to rise exiguously from her bulky shadow,
as if the steam had indeed penetrated her and worn. the flesh away.
HJust look at it, look at it, will ya?" she continued, staring between her
thighs with philosophical objectivity. "Watch the sweat melt dowri."
In fascination I watchecL I could now discern that this gargantuan
personage was wearil)g a black cotton bathing suit oddly colIcave at
the breast except for two small raised dots and beneath theSe, with
pearlike inverseness, she sat-girded all around with' balustrades of
flesh from waist to thighs-the latter thrust mit like a pair of caryatids.
supporting the entablature.
One steaming glance at her and I made my second solemn vow that
evening: to eat nothing but two raw carrots for supper: I had a mission in life: And with the disdainful look 'Of a woman who has once
and for all learned to scorn temptation, I went into the next Circle of
Hell, the so-called Sauna Room.
By whatever name such a place is known-whether Turkish, Swedish, Nordic, R,ussian or Japanese, it is nevertheless an invention of the
Devil. The time limit on this 18o-degree inferno is three minutes.
In this dry oven, unalleviated even by the ancient ritual of \Vooden
water buckets and swashing poplar leaves, were rocks, yes, rocks imported-the Veblenian rumor was-all the way from Finland. From
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the pressure of the diabolical heat sustained in their brick cauldron,
it was anticipated that these rocks would be wholly dissolved in twentyone months. . . . And I? I asked myself. What would happen to my
mortal flesh if I subjected its extremely solvent atoms to such heat
four times weekly? It took no genius on my part to conclude that tbis
room was The Meltaway room par excellence, that here one might
indeed fear the total pulverization of one's identity: curled to a friable
crisp, the vast attritus of humanity could be finely crumbled to a
warm, biotic mull. . . .
Nay, dear Reader, after thirty gasping seconds I escaped to the Ice
Shower, a bucket full of melted ice dropped barbarously down from
three feet above the extenuated body. . . . The shock was just sufficient for me to dress and flee from that Purgatory. Upon arriving
home, I fell into an exhausted coma on the couch in my apartment
at Highland Towers.
Which reminds me of another minor detail-or rather, expensein this honest recapitualtion of events, an expense for which I must
hold myself solely culpable. And that is the affair of the Highland
Towers apartment, and because of the apartment: Dauphine.
Now for myself I would never have moved into Highland Towers,
one of Austin's most modern high-rise apartments (complete with
view of the University and surrounding gas stations). It had all been
a part of my former roommate Linda's "strategy." She had become en·
gaged to this real rich boy from Dallas, whose father owns Bell Telephone Company or something, and she was willing to invest a hundred dollars a month (her share) in order to impress her prospective
in-laws with the fancy layout when they came to town. That clever,
Lissome-Linda: the plot worked, the boy fell into her account book, as
it were, and I was left with the apartment.
Only the place was far too big for one person. It seemed, in fact,
hauntingly lonely; and because it didn't seem fair to contact a new
roommate just for a few months, I finally bought Dauphine, my
French poodle, to keep me company. She is legitimate, she has papers,
and she cost three hundred dollars. And it wasn't till after I'd had her
three days and had utterly fallen in love with her that I discovered she
would eat only ground beef liver at eighty-nine cents per pound. . . .
But what could I do? Sell her? The human soul recoils from such
v~nality. That was how I came to keep both Dauphine and Mrs.
Genossen.
Who was Mrs. Genossen? Alas, when one is recounting one's sins,
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one must confess them all. She was the maid I was forced to hire to
clean the apartment because the very-night after my initiation at The
, MelJ:away, the University Drama Workshop began its summer series,
and 'after each performance there were a't least a half-dozen friends
dropping in for drinks and my famous cheese canapes. I couldn't let
them see what a mess I lived in: so I had to hire Mrs. Genossen
Saturday mornings at $1.25 per hour (I prided myself on paying the /
national minimum wage, not the regional, which was about half that) .
And .of course I followed her mop around as sedulously as I had
trailed alongside Lucy's and I learned a ·few things about her:
That she was a widow, fifty-two years old, her husband having died
just a year ago; that the reason she couldn't speak plainly was that
she'd just had aU her teeth pulled (evidently by some farmer masquerading as a dentist who plucked teeth like onions); that she had
worked ten and a half hours yesterday and her arm still hurt from all
that ironing; that what she really needed apart froID: new teeth were
sheets and pillowcases because the Hrats and mices" had eaten up
eight sheets at her house because there were no wall borders along
the floor of her house and rats and mice came and went fre~y; that
she paid thirty-two dollars a month to Mr. McElroy who only managed the prop~rty; that Mr. McElroy was very good to her and sometimes lent her the money for the rent which she paid back in_housework on the other properties, or by cracking pecans for him by the
bushel . . . "said he was gain' to get me one of those pecan crackers,
so the nuts would come out in two pieces;" that she ironed shirts for
the university boys at fifteen cents a shirt, but she was going to:·-have
to charge a nickel more than that becaus-e running the iron aU day
made the electricity bill go u'p; that her husband had died of double
pneumonia, incurred by going to work when she told him 40t to. . . .
HI said, Henry, there's no :use of your workin' when you're sick, we got
enough to eat by, but he said 110, we need the money so he wen! anyway: you can't stop them when they make up their minds. . . .
Passed away just a year ago last month, just a bit after my sister's husband got shot in Dripping Springs. You might not a heard about it?
They married twenty-five years. . . ."
Needless to say, by the time Mrs. Genoss~n left, my head was splitting with real-life drama and unsolved moral perplexities,· so I lay down
on the bed and took a nap. After about an hour I rose and tried out
the bathroom scales. I had melted away exactly one ounce of perspiration. Obviously more stringent methods were required. And with the
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true zeal of the novitiate, I determined to follow Rock Sorenson's
sacerdotal advice-and diet.
The reader is surely better acquainted than I with diets; having
more willpower than I, you have doubtless followed them all successfully and successively. Thus did I also, with what are called "spectacular results"-that is to say, I starved. I tried, first of all, the grapefruit
diet. Now the logic of this diet is that grapefruit is supposed to attenuate an appetite whi~h has been twenty ravenous years in the mak- r
ing. Begin every meal with grapefruit and thou shalt not be anhungered. Whether or not the inherent fallacy of warding off starvation
by .grapefruit was immediately obvious to me I cannot say; but my
recalcitrant stomach avenged itself upon me at night. There I would
lie for hours in a sleepless trance, recalling past glories. Especially did
I cast my retr~spective eye upon a particularly glorious summer in
New York City when the most guileless Raneu! in the streets could
be inveigled-involuntarily and guiltlessly seduced-by vendors into accepting Jewish cornucopias of delight: knishes, cream cheese and lox,
apple strudel, sesame candy, hot pastrami-the very reek and ebullience of corned beef sandwiches up and down Broadway. . . .
Weary at last of the well-known grapefruit diet, I tried the wellknown apple diet. The mere brief appraisal of a day's menu was
enough to make me long for spaghetti and meatballs.
Breakfast: One juicy apple. Eat s-l-o-w-l-y.
One slice gluten toast
Clear tea
Lunch:

Egg, Meat or Fish
One "fluffy-hearted" Baked Potato
One baked apple
Skim milk.

Dinner:

One large apple, with cottage cheese.
One slice rye bread
Clear tea

To avoid dullness, one was advised to vary the kinds of apple:
Northern Spy, Yellow Newton, Golden Delicious, Baldwin, Winesap
or Pippin.
I existed on the apple diet for two whole weeks; then, for variety,
I tried,-the carrot diet, which consists entirely of the juice of freshly
squeezed raw carrots. For this I required a raw vegetable expressor,
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for which I paid $49.50. I subsisted for one week on the juice ofmore or less-a barrel of carrots.
But, nihil adrnirari, when tedium set in, I listened dutifully to the
advice of a "friend" and switched to orange juice and soybean powder,
grimly taking in my severity grams of protein daily with a mere shovelfull of Dr. Stearns's Soy Bean Powder, whipped to a bilious froth in a
blender purchased for the purpose: $19.95..
You will have readily foreseen that the chief consequence of all
these changes was to make food. a torment and a burden to me, My
psychological reaction against the intake of raw egg yolk and soybean
"milk" became such that the approach of the noon hour was sufficient
to bring on nausea or worse. Soon, my delicate stomach could tolerate
only a mild yogurt with a teaspoonful of honey. The pounds fell away.
. . . I languished, looking ex~umed and cadaverous. . . . When I
had been whittled down to a mere hundred and eighty, I rewarded
my months of restraint by inviting Pietr Lieuwen to attend with me
The Meltaway's First Anniversary Banquet.
For the occasion, in my skeletal pride, I drove all the way to Houston-the Corvette was in fine shape too-andbought'an evening gown
at Joske's that made me look, from neck towaist at least, like Jayne
Mansfield. I glowed with womanly pride when Pietr enveloped my
milk-white (soybean milk, that IS) shoulders with my mink stole (purchased secondhand from a friend for the occasion: $175.00). It was my
hour of triumph. Tonight I would announce to Pietr that I was leaving for the Peace Corp's, and that he, alas, would not see me for-who
knows?-a whole year, perhaps, or even two. , , . And he, overcome
by my soymilk beauty would say: "But Minerva, 1. cannot live without you a whole year. " . ."
Alas for imaginary triumphs! Alas for the feeble power of the spirit
to overcome the temptations of the flesh. qh weep for me, ye who
weep for Hecuba!
.
On the night of the Great Banquet, as I say, Pietr led me up the
path to The Meltaway. From outdoors, on that fateful summer night
we could hear sounds of laughter, of tinkling champagne glasses.
Aglow with excitement I smiled, up at Pietr;' he smiled down at me.
He, also, I noted with sati~faction, had approached these armorial
fastnesses with fief-like marks of deference-with a properly clipped
crew cut and a gent1em~nly moustache. How daintily I hung my new
svelte hipline and encouragin~ bosom over his manly ann. We as":
cended the stairs, two innocems~ to the slaughter. .

\

\
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.
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We were greeted at the door by a pair of crimson-clad idols with
small shiny hats that looked like New Year's Party hats not-yetcrushed. We entered the banquet with a grand flourish and stood still
.
.
msurpnse.
On two tables-to my amazement, as I had anticipated exotic variations of the Spy, the Newton, the Baldwin and the Pippin-lay a prerevolu,tionary banquet that would have delighted Czar Nicholas himself, these tables being guarded on either side by a pair of Romanov
Prince Charmings with carnations blooming in their buttonholes.
Now Pietr-an iron-willed Dutchman who had survived the flooding
of the dikes in Hollands, and who had boasted (to me!) of having
lived for months un4er German occupation on seven hundred calories
a day-Pietr looked around with true Puritan loathing for all this
luxury: he was fairly trembling with esthetic shock, and I realized at
that moment my tragic error in having brought him; for it was there
at that banquet table that I lost him ·forever.
For I, too,. was trembling, with an ardor not meant for Pietr but
for the sight and smell of the truly ursine portions of provender regaling my long-repressed and hibernated nostrils. After months of vibrating, stretching, melting, freezing and starving, the tables struck me
like a glimpse of Mohammedan Heaven.
The first thing that drenched my yearning palate with a veritable
coconut-milk of salivary globules, was the sight of a sledful of red
caviar sliding a snowbank of foamy white cream cheese. To me it was
more beautiful than the snow-crested Kilimanjaro to a dying man. "
. . . In my excitement I dropped my fur stole, but my not-too-stolid
. Dutchman at once picked it up, not so much as looking at me in what
he doubtless recognized at once as my tragic fall. But I was oblivious
to man and mink alike. What was a mink anyway, but pure Economics
Exemplified: it could not be eaten, it had no taste; therefore, it was
scarcely real. What was real were little black poppy seed crackers
dimpled all over with red caviar like Pompadour's beauty marks. . . .
The Meltaway was anything but parochial, and they had sacked the
universe for their delicacies. They offered me (me, a one-hundredeighty-pound weakling) an exquisite castle of chopped liver Russian
style, turreted with slices of hard-boiled eggs; and Mexican garlicseasoned avocado with a tropical flavor as creamy as butter, and crabmeat salad Hollandaise with giant, succulent claws of crabmeat, icy
and cold as strawberries, .serried all over with tart-looking gherkins
which stared upward at one with provocative eyes out of a blanc-mange
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of mayonnaise. . . . And smoky little Polish sausages, cut into round
heads, projecting each one from its toothpick pike', in the center of
which meaty barricade sat a scooped and' flaming cabbage head glowing blue with phosphorescent bricks.. And each of these mouth-watering tidbits,· was being warmed and toasted, softly melting the inner
juices so that by the time they rolled like a lover's tongue in one's
mouth, each morsel was as savoury as the whole of Charles Lamb's roast
suckling pig. And immediately beside this chef d'oeuvre were myiia~
little meatballs piled high as a mountain, little rolling, heads~~:fit for a
Ghengis Khan-co\ncocted, as my de~icate palate sur.,g, of an elixir
of curry and lamb, whose every aroma wafted dreams of.fjastern opium
dens and veiled women. I stood lost in thoughtful strategy--before this
mound of aromatic dainties, utterly confounded by the single toothpick in my hand. But aha!-I solveq the problem by filling a conic
paper cup with the little showering balls, and as I lifted the cup to my
lips I cried out to Pietr in intoxicated Greek salute: "E viva!" and
sipped the morsels doWn like ambrosia.
Then there were the cheeses. For me the autobiography of a great
man is incomplete without an honest revelation of his true -attit~de
toward chee~es. The great thing for me about John D; Rockefeller,
even more than his lucky little Foundation, is that he is reported' to
have mourned so passionately for a piece of cheese, which the condition of his stomach forbade his eating, that he is reported to have said
he, would give a million dollars if he could' eat a piece of cheese.
A million dollars! Think of it! And I had before. me not one but a '
thousand pieces of che~se of every bacteriological v.ariety.Oh, would
I were a Melville to sing of Leviathan Cheese, of sprightly, sensuous
cheese whom age does not wither nor custom stale: the modest
Gruyere, the diaphanous Swiss, the impertinent Ch@ddar, the ,~as
civious Camembert, the imperious Roquefort, the mild-but-cunning
Gouda, the angelical Mozzarella, the impetuous Gorgailzola, the dia- /
bolical Romano. Against cheese itself let no contumelious worq;be
uttered: like Caesar's wife, it is above suspicion. For it the cracker who
is Guilty, the ~ibblesome little cracker that is the Evil40er, th~ lIttle'
crackers, like the little foxes that spoil the vineyards, that despoi\ one's
youth, that build one up to look like an alpine cliff with layers of
-geological shale and seismic strata at every gradient. . . .The Meltaway, with a cheery MachiavellIanism which now appears
. to me the nadir of corruption, served for us that fateful night every
sinful variety of niblet known_to humanity since the Fall of Eve.
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rt was, of course, this debauch that destroyed my moral fibers:

one
cannot live like Louis XIV for a night and then retire to the desert
to starve like a saint. Gone forever was the continency of high-protein.
powder, the purity of sunflower seeds, the colonic atonement of .
chicory salad, the sacramental serenity of yogurt. I was a free, albeit
an utterly debauched, woman.
Quietly I stored my Mermaid juicer in the closet (behind the golf
clubs) to give to my Aunt Gertrude at Christmas. I donated the
yogurt-maker to the Neighborhood Boys' Club where they use it, I
think, for ~lm-developing. I traded my neurasthenic poodle, who
lived on high-protein liver and was a perpetual reproach to me, for
a huge sheep dog with the appetite of an Anglo-Saxon dragon. Then
I added up the expenditures of my folly: altogether, counting Dauphine anq, Mrs. Genossen and the apartment, contract, and food and
household gadgets and incidentals, my expenses had come to over a
thousand dollars, and I hadn't even got to Ghana or Peru.
I would have fallen into a deep depression had I not luckily one
day passed the University Auditorium where they were showing a
VISTA movie on poverty. I stopped dead in my tracks when I heard
the narrator declare: "The American nation is the most abundant, the
most prosperous the world has ever seen, but the paradox is that in
the midst of plenty there is poverty. . . . "Reader, I did not need to
stay to see the movie. I had found my metier. I hurried home and
. wrote a letter to the Peace Corps informing them that after due consideration I had decided there were still serious problems in my own
country, and that I had decided to switch to VISTA.
Then I packed my bag and headed for the New Slum Clearance
Project in Chicago. They were my people, I thought fiercely, soul of
my soul, flesh of my flesh, and they would understand the Great
American Paradox-that a person can weigh two hundred pounds and
have a heart of gold.
.

~ NATALIE PETESCH,

who has been a teacher of English and American
literature at San Francisco State College and Southwest Texas State College, and a member of the English faculty at the University of Texas,
Austin, has published fiction in the University Review, the Texas Observer
and a previous issue of NMQ.
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LYRICS FROM KURUNTOKAI
l
TRANSLATED FROM TAMIL

by A. K. Ramanujan

W hat she said:
Bles~

you, my heart
The shell-bangles slip
from my wasting ha'nds.
My eyes, sleepless fOr days,
Are muddied.

.'

.. ~
}
v

Come, let's get out
of this loneliness here.
Come, let's go
where the tribes wear
the narcoticwreaths of Cannabis
beyond the land of Katti,
the chieftain with many spears,
Let's go, I say,
to where my man is
enduring even
alien languages.
[Kur
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What she said:
It would be nice, lihink,
if someone didn't mind
-,
the hurry and the long walk,
and went to give him the good word:
..;;--!""

the wound that father got
pulling-in that big shark
is healed and he's gone back
to the blue-dark of the sea;
and mother's gone to the salt-pans
to sen her salt for white rice;
if only someone would reach my man
on his cold wide shore and tell him:
this is the time to come!
[Kur 269, Kallatanar]

What he said:
Where the white waters
crash through the mountain-caves,
it flowers on the slopes;
and there, the little hill-town chieftain's younger daughter,
with·great anns,
tender as water,
fancy her, quelling my fire!
[Kur 95, Kapilar]
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What she said~
Coo Coo
_
crowed the cock
and my poor heart missed a beat
that the s~ord of morning came down
to cut me off from my lover
twined in my arms
"~l"-;::-

[Kur 157, Allur Nanmullai]

W hat she said:
I am here. My virtue
lies in, grjeJ
in th~ ~ves near the sea.

r

- ".:

-

My lover
is back in his hometown. And our secret
is with the gossips
in public p1aces.
[Kur 97, Venputi]

What he said:
Does that girl,
eyes like flowers, gathering flowers·
from pools for her garlands, driving away the parrots
from the millet-fields,
does that girl know at all .
or doesn't she,
that my heart is still there with her
bellowing sighs
like a drowsx.midnight elephant?
[Kur 142, Kapilar]
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What he said:
Ijlbne can tell morning
from noon from listless evening,
townslept night from dawn, then one's love
is a lie.
If I should lose her
I could pro~ my misery in the streets
riding mock-horses on palmyra-stems in my ~ildness:
but tha.t seems such a shame.
But then,
living away from her,
living seems such a shame.

.

[Kur 32, Allur NanmulIaiyar)

These poems are from Kuruntokai, an anthology of short lovelyrics. It is one of the eight famous anthologies of Classical
('Cankam') Tamil, compiled probably during the first three
centuries A.D.
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NEVER ANY MORE THE DEAD
Und'er clear October skies
Headstones make lucidities;
Skulls engraved upon the stone
Gaze from circular blank eyes; .
And one stone reads: "Not alone
DQes this happen to this one.
You who scorn my rhYme t.edar~
..Soon will claim it for' your own."
Some of these, the verses sav,
Came contented they could sta.y;
Some awaited others here
. Whom s0I1.1e others laid away,
•

J

And others them a la!er year.
Though now they're all foregathered here,
Their trim company spreads round
In thinnest shadow . . . for everywhere
The fat sun frolics with the ground,
The vagrant woods are all ungowned,
And with arpeggios of shrill sound
Riotous leaves enfold the mound.
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I HAVE SEEN THE GOD POSEIDON
Far off the ocean casts its convex tide
Toward the moon. The pale exactitude
Of that pacific flow has occupied
My figuring, and fed it as with food.
But I have never seen the ocean whole.
Never the ageless shining flank of it,
Though I, upstart, stood watching from the mole
\\!hen Archimedes raised it up a bit.
Another time I tracked Poseidon down
The empty marble alleys of the sea,
And well do I recall his puzzled frown
\\!hen, in the depths of perfect currents, he
Beheld the trembling substance of a leaf
Engendered in a salt-encrusted reef.

HOWARD BAKER

SAPPHO'S LEAP
There is a white cliff, sea-worn, temple-scarred,
Off Greece, where a sad victim annually
Went to his death, tossed outward on a hard
Meticulous arc between the shrine and sea,
His frantic forearms threaded to a cloud
Of sparrows or a hide 9£ airy sweep. I
Later, these orgI)s spent and disavowed,
The cliff assumed the name of Sappho's Leap.
"

No one believes that Sappho leapt toward death
From this white rock. Yet he who loves must own
To dreams of birdwings, and the sea's harsh breath,
In which he's sometimes thrower, sometimes thrown
Whoever loves can't ever put behind
The harrowing sweet history of his kind.
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AUTUMN IN PIONEER VALLEY
Brilliance spreads from the sycamore,
Darkness honeycombs the pine;
This flare, this dusk, we've waited for:
This hoarded wine.
Gone is the flower, but ripe the fruit.
Corne are the huskings of the fall.
These Janus-faced enjoyments suit
"'$'F~
Us best of all.
With celebrations touched with sleep
The striving year subsides in peace.
It's like the quiet on a steep
In back of Greece.
May aging fishermen remember
Through frozen months this 'sy&more,
And boyish hunters this November
Though dragged to war.
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JEANNE DELAMARTER BONNETTE

CHICH£N ITZA

'""

Under limpid skies
reflected in the surface of the pool
the long-drowned maidens watch us,
still and cool,
their hair floating in the water
'"
blurring their dead eyes.
Beneath the carven skulls on the stone wall
near the grassy field
where the religious ball games were played
(under the shadow of a waiting blade)
the captains of the losing teams
lie buried without their heads,
each man alone
silently watching us all.

.,
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By their ancient Mayan laws
we are not bound; we are immune
to the phases of their moon
and to the fates
,
that befell the chosen athletes
and the long-haired maidens.
We are safe from the feathered serpent
and his claws.
For us no murky sacrificial pools,
no lethal games. We count
our days in another fashion,
we live by other rules.
Our end will come another way
on some undisclosed and distant day.
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The soft jungle breeze passes
over us and we feel the deepening mystery
of Chichen 1m!
and the uncounted leaves and grasses
of their land;
we nearly see
the Priest-King regal, jeweled,
watching his people from the rising stone
steps of his palace
where he stood forward, alone.
His heaven had two levels,
and so perhaps has ours:
one the eye can see and one
with no confinement and no name
somewhere within the arc
of the charted constellations
and the infinite uncharted dark.

JOE M. FERGUSON, JR.

BRIGHT WINTER VISION
AT THE AIRPORT
Each image.of the widowed earth
, had turned abstract, and calm
as the dead must seem, alive_
but in no lip of love, alone
among our morning hours, .
we waited in our windowed dome,
our port of steel.and sky,
and I, survivor of my life,
believing in death, surveyed
the runways level into light.
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ETHEL BARNETT DE VITO

RICHARD THE THIRD
Was this the one they'd followed to the fray:
Dead as a haddock, nothing more to _say
With all the stratagems he could devise
Gone, locked somewhere behind the vacant eyes?
Was this the fearsome wearer of the crown,
Come to the field triumphant, then gone down
A naked, sc~tifiable corpse
Slung witho~onor, sprawled across his horse?
Now he rode slack-mouthed, nothing to betoken
Whether commands or promises he had spoken
Were couched in Cornish, Gallic, Greek or Celt
And even those who trailed behind him felt
That Gloucester dead diminished Gloucester living
And that historians cheated, unforgiving,
Would lame him, maim him, coarsen, uglify. "'IJ
Only a hero could afford to die
And then, only at his time of conquering.
Who would not question now, was this a king,
This carcass unprotected, unprotesting,
Arnbitionless, who had been so unresting,
Without pride, purpose, clothes upon his back
Who rode his last ride like an empty sack?

\
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ETHEL BARNETT DE VITO

BUltTON OF ARABIA
:'-:~

.~

Even to see hini was to guess
His laybrinthian Eastemness:
Kaftanned, bumQosed, in Arab guise,
With heavy-lidded kohl-rimmed e'yesT
As restive a wilding as might stir
\
From solid roots in Hertfordshire.
_~l

Who is to know it if the springs
Of his nomadic venturings
Might be accountable in the vast
Uncharted reaches of the past,
If something or someone left a. trace
That centuries could not erase?
Whether by accident, des,gn
Or inescapable Karmic liQ.e,
He found, impeccable Englishman,
In these un-English desert sands,
In strangers' eyes and tongues unknown
That here at last, he 'had come home.

)
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WILLIAM BURFORD

THE EAGLE HAS BLACK BONES
Suddenly over the page,
Like a stone the words scratched,
The eagle was there, met.
I saw them under the breast
And the feathers of those wings
The shoulders that folded them
And when they were outstretched
And golden to see~still beneath,
Even to the head, the eagle
\

Was black-boned, inherently.
Even if the wings and breast
Were splattered with black blood

·t'
f:
Of sheep and rabbits killed,
Th~y would

shake that off.
No,\it is his very heart~
!I

1

To~ard which I point the rifle,

Black-barreled, bead of ivory,
That draws him close so his eye
That watches for that heart,
Now looks into mine
In an unbroken line
While the life behind
Beats darkly but steadily
Toward that moment of lightning
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When he and I are one
In that murderous flash
When I have struck the heartBut stopped by the human knowledge,
Or sky I now saw watching.
And the eagle flew like a shadow.

It is enot,Igh to sight:

:r-

FRANCES HALL

LULLABY FROM KATHMANDU- .'
Into your darkness let me come lightly
Gathering your cares like fruit in a garden
Globed liketthese pomegranates:seeded to bursting,
Fragrant as ~ligerines bending the branches,
lV·
Hidden like loquats in leaves of .concealment.
These I will pick on your troubled pathway,
Gather them softly piled in f.l. basket,
Lift them and make them a high-borne burden
Balanced serenely by neck and forehead.
You shall hear the bells of my bracelets singing
As I take away the fruits of your sorrow.
The sound of my anklets shall move past your fountain
And out of your gateway, far f!-"om your windows,
Into the byways, into the meadows, ..J.
While over your threshold comes !end:~rly dropping
Then rain of sl~p, the rain of peace.;;."

.:r;:t
,,:t(
'-""i
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BURTON L. CARLSON

NEW MEXICO LANDSCAPE: A Miraculous Catch of Fish
As a boy, when I first saw Lake Huron,
I was shocked to see that the water proceeded
like space itself, as unheeded,
to a shore that I could not be certain
existed. I had nothing I c<y.l1d compare
but wheatfields, and those I saw planted.
In this picture, the land has that magic,
the simplistic, unribbed elevations
that water has and the patient
prolongation of movement. Some tragic,
compelling force wells up in its nether self
unknown and unknowing as ground swelf.
A significant landscape! The ranch house
like a ship keeps a tenuous grip on
slow, heaving waves, accidental
as the hand that convinced it to stand out
of fear, frustration, possibly out of hope.
The obedience followed detachment.
And the hand that sent fences like drift nets
out across these slow tides reached as far as
barbed wire, reached and persisted.
Is it not a miraculous harvest
that nothing takes when S0 stitched together? Almost at point of breaking.. . . ship sinking?

i

.

,
I
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. Poetry Contributors
~

HOWARD BAKER'S poetry has ~ Poet WILLIAM BURFORD'S first
been unavailable for twenty-five volume of poetry, A Wodd, was
years. His only volume of poems, published by the University of TexLetter from the Country and Other as in 1963; this year W. W. Norton
Poems, was issued by New Direc- . will publish another, A Beginning.
tions in 1941. Mr. Baker, who lives Many of Burford's poems have apon an orange ranch in central Cali- peared in such literary magazines as
fornia, has also published a novel Poetry, Partisan Review, and in ·anand a study of tragedy, and teaches thologies. He is a joint editor and
in the English Department of the translator of The Poet's Vocation:
University, of California, Davis. His Selections fro'm the Letters of Hold- .
famous "Ode to the Sea" is con- erlin, Rimbaud, Hart Crane which
tained in the Oxford Book of Ameri- will be issued by the University of
can Verse. After twenty-five years of Texas Press this year. He -was a Fulextreme scarcity, Mr. Baker's poems bright Scholar studying modern
have been collected in a single vol- French poetry at the College de
ume, Ode to the Sea and Other France, Paris, and,has taught at poth
Poems, to be issued this spring by Amherst College and Johns Hopkins University. He lives in Austin,
Alan Swallow.
.
Texas.
~

Educated at the University of
Chicago and tbe Cosmopolitan
) 1chool of Music and Dramatic Art,
V~ EANNE DELAMARTER BONNETTE has
• lived for the past seven years in Albuquerque. In Chicago, she ·was
trained in ballet, wrote lyrics for
theatrical productions; for several
summers, she managed a summer
theater in Michigan. She has p~b
lished three books of poems. Her
verse has appeared in Western Review, American Haiku, New Mexico Magazine, and the Christian
Science Monitor.

~

BURTON L. CARLSON, a program
analyst employed in New Haven,
COI}necticut, was born in Sierra
Leone, West Africa. He received his
Master of Arts degree from Yale
University last year. Arizona Quar- .
terly, Descant, Southwest Review,
Yale Literary Magazine, Christian
Century and NMQ have published
his poetry.
~ ETHEL BARNET;r DE VITO spent

her early life in the Panama Canal
Zon~. Saturday Evening Post, the

.
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New Yorker, American Mercury, the
New York Times and New York
Herald Tribune, among others, have
published her verse. She lives in Nor~
wood, Massachusetts. '
~ JOE

M. FERGUSON, JR., is employed in California by the Macmillan Company. He has published
poetry, short stories and book reviews in Inscape, the Humanist,
Sparrow and NMQ. He attended
the University of New Mexico where
he was awarded his M.A. degree.
From 1960-62, he was a technical
writer for Sandia Corporation.
~ FRANCES

HALL, a frequent contributor to several literary magazines
and NMQ, this year has been on an
extended world tour of many countries. She is a writer, editor and consultant for the Los Angeles County
Superintendent of Schools and has,
on previous occasions, been an instructor at Claremont and Occidental Colleges in California.

Interludes and was co-editor of The
Mentor Book of Major American
Poets and The Major Metaphysical
Poets. He has contributed verse,
essays, short fiction and translations
to such magazines as Kenyon and
Sewanee Reviews and many others.
The Library of Congress has included his work in a recorded album
of twentieth-century poetry. The
Phantom Lady, a verse translation of
Calderon's La dama duende, will be
presented for twelve performances
in New York and three in Washington, D.C. under the auspices of the
Institute for Advanced Studies. He
teaches at Brown University, Providence, Rhode Island.
~

Translator A. K. RAMANUJAN,
born in Mysore, India, is a professor
of Tamil and Dravidian Languages
at the University of Chicago. In
1967 Indiana University Press will
publish his book, The Interior Landscape: An Anthology of Tamil Poetry. These translations were commissioned by the Asia Society. A noted
~ EDWIN HONIG is a poet (The· linguist who has taught literature in
Moral Circus, the Gazabos: 41 Quilon, Madurai and Baroda, India,
Poems and Survivals are among his Ramanujan published critical and
published volumes of verse) and the linguistic articles and translations
author of several critical studies, the in many magazines in the United
best known of which is Garda Lorca. States, Canada and India. His orig~
He is the translator of several of inal plays have been performed over
Calderon's plays and of Cervantes' All India Radio.

,
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SHELLEY'S PROMETHEUS UNBOUND: ~RITICAL REAnING~ by Earl R. Wassennan. Baltimore: The Johns HopRlrts -Press, 1965. 222 pp. $5.50'
In A Defence of Poetry Shelley, speaking of Dante, reflects, "His very
words are instinct with spirit; each is a spark, a burning atom of inextinguishable thought; and many yet lie covered in the ashes of their birth and
pregnant with a lightning whicht has yet found no' conductor. All hig~
poetry is in~nite; it is as
first acorn, which contaIned all oaks porentially. Veil after veil may"Qe undrawn and the inmost naked beauty of
the meaning never exposed. A great poem is a fountai~ forever flowing
with the waters of wisdom and delight; and after one person and one age
has exhausted all of its divine effluence which their particular relations
enable them to share, another and;)lC1: another succeeds, and new relations are ever developed, the source of a? unforseen and ';nconceived
delight."
~"7_
Out of a mind of extraordinary suptlety and unifying power, Earl R.
Wassennan has'written a book of much, 'intellectual excitement. His particular relation to~'~Eelley's "high poetry'" is philosophical, and in that relation he is a conductor for revelatory lightning. Although the illumination
is not an illumination of the whole, it does expose a "beauty of meaning"
fascinating to look upon.
.
Believing that the wrong 'assumptions have "f>een made about Shelley's'
theory of reality, with the consequence that alien doctrines, particularly
Platonic doctrines, have been superimposed upon his poetry, Wasserman
sought to construct "out of Shelley's' own statements the pattern of ideas
that is peculiarly his own," using especially the doctrines of philosophic
idealism elaborated in the fragments On Life and Speculations on Metaphysics. These dbctrin~s, Wassennan proposes, "are basic assumptions in
Prometheus Unbound:'
Life, or being, is One Mind. That Mind is not the divine Mind of
Berkeley's philosophy; the universe exists in Berkeley's' divine Mind
whether or~ot there are human minds to perceive ~ts being. Nor is
Shelley's Q,--Mind the "animating essence of being," a conception that
would impl}f a "<M!finction be~een being and mind." Nor do human

fie

::+

;:--

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1965

89

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 35 [1965], Iss. 4, Art. 1

376

'1.

RivIEWS

minds generate the content of the universe, for 'the mind cannot create,
it can only perceive.' (I use single marks to enclose Shelley's words and
double marks for Wasserman's.) liThe universal Mind is the same as being;" it is linat to be understood either as an abstraction or as a deity, but
as a metcwhysical reality;" and all human minds are but 'modifications of
the one mind.' Thus the thoughts of the human mino/are not different
in their nature from the things, or thoughts, of the One Mind. The human
mind perceives itself intuitively and perceives the things of the external
world, that is, the other thoughts of the One Mind, sensorily.
What has this ontology to do wjth Prometheus Unbound? Outside being, that is, different from the One Mind, is an "extra-mental power [the
triune True, Beautiful, and Good] which compels being to its own perfection." The "elements of poetry are thoughts, all of which derive ultimately
from perception; and these thoughts the poet's imagination, excited by the
apprehension of the absolute and inexpressible form [Truth-Beauty-Goodness], composes according to the mind's own connective laws into 'other
thoughts, each containing within itself the principle of its own integrity.'
Containing within itself the principle whereby it is whole, the poem is selfsustaining and thus is released from time, place, and circumstance to be
a portion of reality. Again, "Just as the One Spirit [in Adonais] compels the
elements of the world to a shape resemljing its own beauty, the human
mind's sporadic intuitions of the One inspire the imagination to urge the
mind's thoughts to the highest approximation of that form." Everything
the mind perceives is thought. The "poetic imagination shatters false and
imperfect arrangements of thought and reconstitutes those thoughts according to the indestructible organization they ought tQ have." Thus
Shelley transforms and syncretizes science and myth for "the achievement
of the highest formal beauty," which is lithe purging of error and the attainment of truth." The "various received myths are . . . variant efforts of
the mind to apprehend the same truth." It is the poet's business to perfect
the apprehensions.
At one level the myths as Shelley reshapes them "are universal and
eternal forms;". }hey are "nonreferential embodiments of archetypal arrangements," t:mtt is, "their meaning and value a.re not dependent upon
or complicated by their previous forms of existence." At another level his
myths direct an ·irony "against the erroneous, evil, partial, imperfect, and
distorted orderings that Shelley is reforming." In this way 4e subverts the
Aeschylean myth even while adopting its "ideal potentialities."
In Prometheus Unbound, as Wasserman perceives the drama, Shelley
transforms Aeschylus' Titan to a symbol of the One Mind. "Unity is," like

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol35/iss4/1

90

: Full Issue

377

NEW MEXICO QUARTERLY XXXV 4

Demogorgon, "imageless . . . and the One Mind is identical with the
ineffable onenes,s of being." It can be represented only because it "can.
be less than' its absolute nature-indeed,' must be,. if human minds, its
temporal portions, are distorted by evil." When Prometheus is lItruly the
One Mind:' reunited with Asia, who 1s "generative love," the "possibility
of narrative has ended," for "he has passed beyond the limits of imagery
and language." Therefore he cannot ~ppear in the masque-like fourth act.
Jupiter "is not a being or autonomQus power, but only a dark shadow of
Prometheus himself, an unnatural condition of mind. that )Vrongfully permits and can repeal by an act of will." When Prometheus first spoke the
curse, he was Jupiter. His "reference to Jupiter's 'self-torturing solitude'
(I. 295) is, with the deepest irony, actually a description of his own state
as, ~hained to the precipice, he endures 'torture and solitude,/
Scorn and
.
despair' (I. 14-15)."
Demogorgon is the Power' of "infinite potentiality," the !'mysterious
source of all the energy that appears in the domain of the One Mind as the
sequences of events." Demogorgon is outside Nature, ontologically different .
from the One Mind; it is Demogorgon's "law of Necessity" that "is immanerit in Nature." As Demogorgon's' "realm is absolutely remote from
... the One Mind" which constitutes the universe, "Prometheus and
Demogorgon never meet, indeed could not."
Unlike Demogorgon, Prometheus "has no causal power." Only "in his
possessing will can he be said to have power, and it is a power only to consent or refuse to yield control over that will." Although his power is
limited, his freedom is not. True freedom is the mind's submission "to the
fixed processes of Necessity" and "good is the condition resulting from the
submission of the mind to the indifferent processes of Necessity."
Wasserman is less persuasive about the nature of Demogorgon and less
clear about the nature of Asia than he is persuasive and clear about Prometheus, perhaps because "Shelley never made clear the relation between
the extra-mental power [Demogorgon] which actuates all events in the
realm of being and the extra-mental power [Truth-Beauty-Gq<>dness] ~hi<:;h
compels being to its own perfection. . . . Nor' did he rC<!!tyiii"akeclear
the relation between being and the compulsion to perfectio7ithat lies outside it."
Wasserman presents the One Mind as a philosophic concept; and even
while he speaks of the way Shelley's imagiQation translates metaphysics to
myth, never addresses himself directly to Shelley's ,mysticism.lf,however,
he is not interested in developing those 'partiGular relations' that seem to
me crucial, the 'new relations' that he does develop enrich a reading of
.

.-,
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the drama. Consider what he does with Shelley's "syncretism of Aeschylus'
myth with that of the ~ew Testament" and with political history. "To
Shelley, Christ is the highest form of mind in the realm of being . . . and
therefore he is properly represented in Prometheus. . . . Unquestionably
Panthea's dream-visic;m of Prometheus liberated 1md revealing his perfection is an elaborate assimilation of Christ's Transfiguration," with one
significant alteration. "Shelley's deity is not the transcendent God of the
bright cloud, but the overshadowing love that rises like a bright vapor
from within Mind itself; and instead of God's acclamation of his beloved
Son, the apostle Panthea hears Prometheus' voice calling on Asia, Generative Love." (Wasserman, who I believe is the first to do so, cites the images
in the New Testament that are parallel to those in Panthea's dream-vision.)
Prometheus and Christ "are different expressions of a universal truth
whose pattern is always the same: to promulgate virtue without the safeguard of love is to make that virtue available to tyranny, and tyranny will
pervert that virtue into the means of evil despo'tism." We see that happening in "both political history [the French Revolution] and the course
of dogmatic religion [Christianity] because the law that governs moral
events is necessarily one and subsumes its manifest #modes' in state and
church, the two institutions in which Shelley consistently located tyranny."
Yet neither the French Revolution nor Christianity is specifically named,
nor is Christ; the scenes are "abstracted and syncretized archetypal patterns of religious and political history."
Perhaps there are weaknesses inherent in all strengths. Sometimes Wasserman gives his extraordinary subtlety of mind too free a rein: "Although
Prometheus questions and answers Earth as though their communication
were complete [I. 112-221], the reader must assume that Prometheus is in
fact speaking a soliloquy which, quite by chance, happens to form a coh~rent dialogue with Earth." It seems to me an incredible assumption.
Just as his subtlety may go beyond the point of diminishing returns, so too
may his use of esoteric knowledge. In his chapter on "The Breathing
Earth" he discourses on Shelley's adaptation of the Renaissance meteOfological picture "of a world repeatedly breathing out dew, vapor, mist,
clouds, earthquakes, and volcanic eruptions," the "ultimate source" of the
earth's "exhalations lying immeasurably and impenetrably deep within
itself." This "dominant symbol of the breathing earth" embodies the ethics
of Prometheus Unbound; that "the atmosphere enveloping the world is not
imposed from without but is the breath exhaled from its core . . . perfectly symbolizes the self-defining moral climate, determined as it is, not
by superimposed codes but by the manner in which the emanation of
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Power is received into the realm of-being." The chapter is useful to Wassennan's case and no doubt interesting in all its esoteric detail to certain
temperaments; but I daresay-. that Shelley's imagery speaks more immediately to us. Wassennan's "unifying power of mind also may be a mixed
blessing. Because "it is highly unlikely that" Shelley l(ever fonnulated a
wholly coherent and systematic philosophy," Wassennan believes it "necessary to fashion the connective ouj{ines of his thought." But fashioning
such connections tends to create tfie "phiJosophic construct" that Shelley
never made, and thereby can mislead interpretation at any particular point,
for it is too easy to assume that all points are explicable in that context. .
However, without letting his critical reading become an end in itself (a
pitfall of modem criticism), Wassennan has made a considerable intellectual accomplishment which my epitomes can hardly suggest. We may accept his axioms even where they dUfer from our own, and let his speculations illuminate ours.
'-Seymour Reiter
r

'. Seymour Reiter is a teacher at Brookli4 College, New York. He has also been a mem•ber of the Yale faculty and of the faculty 'of Athens College in, Gre,eee. While abroad he
published a volume of poetry; he has wi'itten a series of. articles of general interest for
Aramco World. He coauthored two textbooks-ColIege Writing and Reading pub.
lished by Holt in 1959 and Introduction to Imaginative Literature published by Crowell _
in 1960.

THEODORE ROETHKE: ESSAYS ON THE POETRY, ed. by Arnold Stein. Seattle:
UniversitY of Washington Press, 1965. 1~ pp. $5.
,
With the publication of Theodore Roethke: Essays on the Poetry, the
first salvos of the battle that will detennine the late poet's literary reputation have been fired. Not surprisingly, most of the essays in this volumeW. D. Snodgrass' is a qualified exception-are favorable in their judgments;
the book's "indirect aim" is to honor Roethke,' and it is written by critics
who share a sense of Roethke's importance. However, in spite of the
unquestionable merits of individual pieces, this collection is not completely successful either as an attempt to establish Roethke's claim as a
major poet, or in fulfilling its primary purpose, "to extend and create understanding of Theodore Roethke's work."
Some of the fault seems to lie in the very conception of the book. Mr..
Stein has chosen to work with appraisals \of Roethke's career fonned not
~nly independently of each other, but also without conscious relation to
tbe
, existing body of Roethke criticism. As a result, the essays are largely
'
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surveys which go over common ground, each author having barely enough
space to mention the major poems, let alone provide new insight into them,
or open new areas of investigation. Even that critical controversy inherent
in Roethke's work, the widespread disagreement as to which of Roethke's
changing styles represents his major accomplishment, is left unexploited.
Although, for example, opinions of the poems of Praise to the End range
from Louis Martz's "never surpassed ... achievement" to William
Meredith's "least successful" work, the basis of these judgments is never
engaged systematically; opinions are most often stated with the dogmatism
of the isolated commentator, rather than justified as unproved contentions.
. For anyone familiar with what had already been written about Roethke,
this is particularly disappointing; and the general reader, seeking assistance
in ev~uating a poet who emerged late in his career as a highly regarded
figure, )night have found more useful a collection which included t1}e excellent pioneering work of such critics as Kenneth Burke and Stanley
Kunitz. (Only Frederick Hoffman shows much awareness of existing
criticism. And the reprinting of Meredith's "A Steady Storm of Correspondences: Theodore Roethke's Long Journey Out of the Self" indi- ,
cates that Stein decided not to limit his selection to previously unpublished works. )
Nonetheless, Essays on the Poetry has distinct value. The book has succeeded in placing ten critics whose opinions must be respected-Stephen
Spender, John Wain, Ralph Mills, Denis Donoghue, and Roy Harvey
Pearce, in addition to those already mentioned-on record as recognizing
the already considerable extent of Roethke's stature, most of them finding
it deserved. And the fact that many of these writers were poets contemporary with Roethke, and his friends, provides anecdotal materials' of
certain use to future biographers and critics. Finally, it is after all unfair to
insist that a volume compiled within two years of Roethke's death have
the advantages of a study far removed in time; for while the essays lack
perspective, they are the still fresh and unstereotyped commentaries we
can expect in such profusion only before a body of criticism has become
known and crystallized.
-Karl Malkofl
Karl Malkoff is the author of a full-length study of the poetry of Theodore Roethke.
Columbia University Press will publish his book next autumn. He has taught in the
Department of English, C. W. Post College, Long Island University and next year
will be a member of the faculty at City College of New York.
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THE SOUTHWEST
BOOK OF TaE HOPI, by Frank Waters. Drawings and source material recorded by Oswald
White Bear Fredericks. New York: The Viking Press, 1963. 365 pp. $10. Elaborately
illustrated with black-and-white· and color drawings, plus photographs.
CABEZON, IT- NEW MEXICO GHOST ToWN, by Jack D. Rittenhouse. Frontispiece by Jose
Cisneros. Santa Fe: Stagecoach Press, 1965, 95 pp., photos, maps. $4.95. Produced
with Jack Rittenhouse' usual elegant typography and quality format.
CUT-HAND THE MOUNTAIN MAN, by Joseph Millard. New York: Chilton Books, 1964.
204 pp. Richens Lacy (Dick) Wooten of Raton Pass fame. .
DOOMED ROAD OF EMPIRE, TaE SPANlsa TRAIL OF CONQUEST, by Hodding Carter,
with Betty W. Carter. Illustrated by Don Almquist. New York: McGraw·Hill Book
Co., 1963.420 pp., map. $8.95.
EXPERIENCES OF A SPECIAL INDIAN AGENT, by E. E. White. Introduction by Edward
Everett Dale. The Western Frontier Library, No. 29. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1965. 380 pp., drawings. $2. Originally published 1893.
FAR ABOVE RUBIES, by Cloe Holt Glessner. San Antonio: The Naylor Co., 1965.
Frontier life in Oklahoma in the early 1900'S.
TaE HANDS OF CANTU, by Tom Lea. IlIustrated by the author. Boston: Little, Brown
& Co., 1964. 244 pp. A beautifully illustrated book of New-World Spanish horses
and horsemen.
/
."
INDIAN ANNIE: KIOWA CAPTIVE, by Alice Marriott. Decorations bY Allan Thomas. New
York: David McKay Co., 1965. 19 1 pp. $3.75. Juvenile.
THE INDIANS AND THE NURSE, by Elinor D. Gregg. TheWestern Frontier Library, No.
28. Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1965. 187 pp. $2. A contemporary account of public-health nursing and Indian groups.
LAS VEGAS AND UNCLE JOE, THE NEW MEXICO I REMEMBER, by Milton C. Nahm·.
Norman: University of Oklahoma Press, 1964. 304 pp. $5.95. Lively vignettes of Las
Vegas, N.M., in the 20'S, including notes on the trial of newspaperman CarlC. Magee.
LIFE IN THE SADDLE, by Frank Collinson. Edited by Mary Whatley Clarke. Drawings
by Harold D. Bugbee. The Western Frontier Library, No. 21. Norman: University of
Oklahoma Press, 1963. 259 pp. $2. A native of England, Collinson (1855-1943)
started his Texas and New Mexico adventures in 1872, wrote for Ranch Romances.
MINING CAMPS, A STUDY IN AMERICAN FRONTIER GOVERNMENT, by Charles Howard
Shinn. Ed. by Rodman Wilson Paul. Harper Torchbooks, New York: Harper& Row,
1965. 340 pp. Paper $1.95. Based on 1884 edition.
THE NEGRO COWBOYS, by Philip Durham and Everett 1. Jones. New York: Dodd, Mead,
1965. 378 pp., maps, photos. $5. Interesting, well written, well documented.
PANCHO VILLA AT COLUMBUS: THE RAID OF 19/6 RESTUDIED, by lJaldeen Braddy.
Southwestern Studies, Texas Western College, Spring 1965, VoL III, No.1. Photos,
map by Jose Cisneros, 43 pp.
REMNANTS OF THE OLD WEST, by Harriett Farnsworth. San Antonio: The Naylor Co.,
1955. 162 pp., photos. $2.95. Pioneer reminiscences.
TAOS ADOB~S, SPANISH COLONIAL AND TERRITORIAL ARCHli'ECTURE OF THE TAOS
VALLEY, by Bainbridge Bunting. Illustrated by Jean Lee BootI1 and William R. Sims,
Jr. Pub. No.2, Fort Burgwin Research Center. Santa Fe: Museum of New Mexico
Press, 1964. 80 pp., photos, architectural renderings. $4.95. A detailed study of existing adobe bUildings.
THE WARRIOR APACHES, A STORY OF THE CHIRICAHUA AND WESTERI:i APACHE, by
Gordon C. Baldwin. Drawings by C. Randolph McKusick. Tucson: Dale Stuart King,
19 6 5. 1 44 pp. $3·50, paper $1.95·
.
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announcmg

THE HELENE WURL"ITZER' FOUNDATION

I

The Helene Wurlitzer FoUndation of New Mexico announces an" .... ~.
annual award of fifty dollars to the !iuthor of the best poem or
group of poems chose~ by a panel of judges hom poetry published in New Mexico Quarterly.
1.. The announcement of .the Poetry Award shall be made in the
Winter issue of New jlAexico Quarterly of each year. Poems :?
eligible for the award shall have beeB~ublished in the Spring, . .
Summer, Autumn, or Winter issues of mat year.
..~~.
2. The winner of the Poetry Award and the names of the judges.;;~·
will be announced in the Spring issue .of the Quarterly fol.~
lowing the announcement in the Winter issue. Prior notice
of the award will be given to the public press.
3. The panel of judges for the award shall b~ cho§en annually
by the staff of New Mexico Quarterly, and shall cons~t of
three: the Editor of New Mexico Quarterly, a member of the
teaching staH of the English Department of the University of
New Mexico, and a qualified person not currently employed
by. the University of New Mexico. 1'l?-e decision of the judges
~.
shall be final.
4. Poems written by current members of the panel~f judges, or
of the staH of New Mexii;o Quarterly or ~ University of
New.Mexico Press, are not eligible for ~~award. Transla.
.
tions of poems are not eligible.
'. . p,.
5.!~he winner of the award will be paid the stbn of fifty dollars
.- by check when the final decision of the judges has been. con·
.~ ,: finned.
.
; 6. New Mexico Quarterly reserves the right to reprint in whole
or in part, if it so desires, aJiy poem. selected for the award,
. such reprint to appear only in New Mexico Quarterly or under'
; its imprint.
'!
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